DY 
: 


dal | 


“if 
i » 





_ 
& 
1 
| sae 
“pe 
| © oat 
gas YN 
a 


* 
ee 
i i 
7 
t 
Fe, 







ims 


TS 3 


a 
. 


An Anthology “6 Quatre ins, from Ly 













A ERIS 
the Tenth tothe Twenti h)Century.-2 
ala AW ENE a eX =O BS —— 
Alonsiwith ine Origina per CdD) 9» 
' = Mae 
— a 
ye 







Digitized bys Risk. 


ee, 






Onginal ror 
ERSITY OF MICHIGAN 


A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiyat 


Also by Reza Saberi: 


The Poems of Hafez (Maryland, 1995) 

An English translation of all the ghazals of Hafez. 
Impressions and Expressions (Fargo, 1992) 

A journal of feelings and thoughts. 

Splendor of the Light (Nashville, 1991) 

A book about the unity of existence. 

The Labyrinth (New York, 1982) 

A novel about the adventures of a young Iranian man. 
The Pentagon of Wisdom (New York, 1980) 

A guide for young adults. 

Shabi dar Ruz (Tehran, 1970) 

A Persian language novel about an Iranian marriage. 


A Thousand Years 
of 


Persian Rubdaiyat 


An Anthology of Quatrains from the 
Tenth to the Twentieth Century 
Along with the Original Persian 


Translated into English 
by 
Reza Saberi 


ne 


IBEX Publishers 
Bethesda, Maryland 


oe 


L449 
oy ey 
Ria ee pS St 
One Thousand Years of Persian Rubaiydt ABCC) 
An Anthology of Quatrains from the Tenth to the Twentieth Century 


Along with the Original Persian 
Translated into English by Reza Saberi 
Cover miniature by Hossein Behzad 


Copyright © 2000 Reza Saberi 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or 
retransmitted in any manner whatsoever except in the form of a review, 
without permission from the publisher. 


Manufactured in the United States of America 


The paper used in this book meets the minimum requirements of the 
American National Standard for Information Services - Permanence of 
Paper for Printed Library Materials, ANSI Z39.48-1984 


IBEX Publishers, Inc. 

Post Office Box 30087 
Bethesda, Maryland 20824 
Telephone: 301-718-8188 
Facsimile: 301-907-8707 
www. ibexpub.com 


Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Information 


A thousand years of Persian rubdaiyat : a selection of quatrains from the 
tenth to the twentieth century along with the original Persian / translated 
into English by Reza Saberi. 

p. cm. 

Includes bibliographical references and index. 

ISBN 1-58814-002-4 

1. Persian poetry — Translations into English. 2. Persian poetry. 

1. Saberi, Reza, 1941- 

PK6449.E5 $2213 2000 

891°.55008 — dc21 

00-58 164 


Table of Contents 
Table of Content..............ccccccsscccsscssssecsssecesecccsesscceseseasees 5 
Introduction. ............ eabwaSteststeesssusanecesusecssastesecesscsusssscctvess ll 
Chapter One............... assisagenseeveasassseodstssasesuoesesssenssdavasesoas 19 


Ja‘ far Rudaki 19 
Shahid Balkhi 24 
Abunasr Farabi 25 
Abulqasem Ferdowsi 26 
Dagiqi Tusi 27 
Farrokhi Sistani 28 
Hasan Onsori 29 
Chapter Two .........ccccscssssssssssssssccsesesesesereresesessssesesecesererers 31 
Ton Sina 31 
Abulhasan Kharqfni 35 
Abulfaraj Runi 36 
Abusaid Abulkhayr 38 
Baba Kuhi 44 
Khaja Abdullah Ansari 46 


6 + AThousand Years of Persian Rubdiydt 


Amir Moezzi 50 


Mohammad Ghazziali 54 
Shaykh Ahmad Ghazzali 56 
Qatran Tabrizi 58 
Onsorulmaiili 60 
Omar Khayyam 63 
Chapter Three............c.ccccssccssssssssossecsscessesesseseeresesveseeses 121 


Sanai Ghaznavi 121 
Attar Nishaburi 142 


Mahasati Ganjei 158 
Abulfaz! Rashiduddin Maybadi 170 
Khaq@ni Shervani 173 
Ruzbehan Baqli Shirazi 179 
Shahabuddin Sohrvardi 183 
Zahir Faryabi 185 
Aynulqozat Hamadani 189 
Ohaduddin Anvari 195 
Fakhr Razi 204 
Abulhasan Talhe 207 


Nezami Ganjavi 210 
Rashid Vatvat 212 


Majduddin Baghdadi 214 
Raziuddin Nishaburi 219 
Chapter Four .............ccccccsssscscsecscsessccnsscsscsccessccecsscnsserees 222 
Jalaluddin Molavi Rumi 222 


Sa‘ di Shirazi 262 
Shaykh Fakhruddin Araqi 291 


Reza Saberi > 7 


Serajuddin Qomri 300 
Sa‘ duddin Hamavi 302 
Sayfuddin Bakharzi 309 
Dokhtar Salar 314 
Khaja Nasiruddin Tusi 315 
Kamiiluddin Ismail 318 
Najib Ganjei 325 
Shamsuddin Sajasi 327 
Najmuddin Razi 332 
Baba Afzal 335 
Ohaduddin Kermani 340 
Homam Tabrizi 353 
Chapter Five..........cccccccsscsssssscsssssesesssssores os esvovdbea savensensee 356 
Alaeddoleh Semnani 356 
Khajuye Kermani 363 
Salman Savaji 365 
Obayd Zakani 367 
Shams Maghrebi 369 
Khaja Shamsuddin Hafez 373 
Chapter Six .............coccsssscssecesssesesnsesecesoseseccsassessssseseserecs 387 
Shah Ne‘ matullah Vali 387 
Abulvafa Kharazmi 399 
Abdurrahman Jami 409 
Chapter Seven..............000 cuoscvussscdsesausessoscesssiacuesssccocnscued 415 
Baba Faghani Shirazi 415 
Mir Nosrat Kermani 417 
Ahli Shirazi 418 


8 <+ A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiyat 


Fekri Khorasani 
Sahabi Astarabadi 
Fayz Fayyazi 
Vahshi Bafaqi 


Chapter Fight ............c.ccsscssssscsscnscsscnsssrsessnccscseosessesoseees 


Shaykh Baha’i 
Mohammad Darashkuh 
Sarmad Kashani 
Mohaqgegq Ardabili Bidgoli 
Mulla Shah Badakhshani 
Vaez Qazvini 

Chapter Nine...........sssscsscssecsesssssssssssssesssncsanascessssoeceneees 
Abdulqader Bidel 
Asheq Isfahani 
Moshtaq Isfahani 
Hatef Isfahani 


Chapter Tem........cccccsssees sccecceccecssscsesescssscasencsscensesseessones 


Neshat Isfahani 
Modarres Rafsanjani 


Chapter Eleven .........sc.ccese. sccsscescosescoseseccessconecscesesseaseses 


Malekushshoara Bahar 
Abulqasem Hialat 
Saghir Isfahani 
Shaykhorrais Afsar 
Ra‘di Azarakhshi 
Hamid Sabzvari 

Tuti Hamadani 





420 
426 
429 
431 


433 


433 
442 
446 
449 
451 
455 


459 
459 
479 
48) 
485 
491 
491 
494 
498 
498 
501 
506 
512 
513 
515 
518 


Reza Saberi > 


Abdulhosayn Nosrat 523 
Mohammad Mehdi Fuladvand 524 
Jalal Behizad 526 
Azar Isfahani 529 
Fuad Kermani 532 
Ahmad Srush 538 
Mohammad Bager Taher 540 
Mahdiyya Elahi Qamshei 542 
Mohammad Reza Mortazavi 545 
Hushang Hekmati (Sarvi) 549 
Adibulmamiélek Farahani 555 
Nazmi Tabrizi 558 
Sayyed Mohammad Beheshti 561 
Ishrat Qahraman 564 
Adib Kermani 566 
Sayyed Hasan Mirkhani 567 
Mansur Oji 570 
Ali Akbar Dehkhoda 577 
Asaf 578 
Qaysar Aminpur 579 
Javad Nurbakhsh 581 
GIOSSATY .........ceccccscorcscrsccccececcececsesecsescoes i sbseisebesssensetedssse 583 


Index of Poets......... Sdedoscseavsecogabsasedesessenbessoobensbesseossesesness 587 


Introduction 


Rubdiyat is the plural of rubdi, meaning quatrain. A rubdi is 
a poem consisting of four lines, the first, second, and fourth 
(and sometimes also the third) of which rhyme together. 
According to the method used in this book for the 
transliteration of Persian words, the word should have been 
spelt rohdiyydt (o as in “go,” 4 as in “father,” i as in “inn’”) 
the plural of robdi. However, since the form Rubdiydt is 
better known in the West, an exception is made to the rule. 

Most Persian language poets have tried their hands at the 
rubdai form, but the bulk of Persian poetry is in other verse 
forms, such as gasida, ghazal, and masnavi. Some poets 
wrote only a few rubdis, which are often listed at the end of 
their divans. Some never did. Even so, a comprehensive 
collection of Persian rubaiyat can add to several volumes. | 
have selected quatrains from 106 poets covering more than 
one thousand years of Persian poetry. Almost all the 
quatrains composed in Persian are beautiful and meaningful 
and worth translating, which means the reader should expect 
more translated rubaiyat in future. 

In order to appreciate and enjoy any poetry completely, one 
must read it in its original version. Even in the original, the 
reader must have a good command of that language, because 
poetry is the most sophisticated and refined form of 
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expression in every language. It is possible to master one or 
two or perhaps a few languages, but no more. Therefore, 
those readers who are interested in the poetry of different 
languages must settle for less than complete enjoyment 
which comes only from the original language. 

The above is especially true about the Persian poetry, which 
has been refined and perfected through its long history of 
development. Persian poems, except some which were 
composed in recent decades, have rhythm, rhyme, meter, and 
many metaphorical and figurative terms, which are often 
hard to duplicate in translation. However, readers can still 
obtain enough enjoyment from the translation of Persian 
poetry provided that they do not concretize the figurative 
language and that they understand the philosophy behind the 
poetry. 

Many of the Persian poets are mystical poets. They are 
known as Sufis and their mysticism is known as Sufism. 
Although the words Sufi and Sufism are better known in the 
West, some Persian scholars prefer the words dref and erfan 
in describing the mystical poets and poetry of Iran. An dref is 
a person who has obtained erfan, gnosis, mystical or divine 
knowledge, knowledge of mysteries or spiritual truths. 

Sufism is an Irano-Islamic mysticism with some elements 
of India’s Advaita Vedanta monism, and its basic tenets are 
not so different from the mysticism of other cultures. Sufism, 
and in fact any form of mysticism, is based upon the 
perennial philosophy of the oneness and wholeness of being, 
the philosophy of the unity of existence. All that exist are 
One, and this One in Sufism is God who transcends all forms 
and images and concepts, who is the Ultimate Reality, free 
from all the limitations of space and time, and who is the 
origin and destination of the whole existence. 

The Sufi’s approach to this Transcendent Ultimate Reality 
is by way of love. Love, which is the central theme of Sufism 
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and Persian poetry, is closely related to the notion of beauty. 
In the eye of a Sufi, this whole universe is the manifestation 
of God, who is the source of all beauty and love. Although 
every beautiful object can inspire love to a Sufi, nothing is 
worthy of being loved for its own sake, because everything is 
but an ephemeral image of one eternal beloved. In Sufism, all 
forms of love lead to the love of God. It is the love of God 
that inspires the love of nature and humans. God is the 
Ultimate Beloved and the Sufi the lover, and the only goal of 
the lover is union with the beloved. 

Union in love means disappearance of all kinds of 
distinctions and separateness between the lover and the 
beloved. The two become one. This happens when the finite 
self of the Sufi merges with the infinite Self of his beloved. 
Then all that remains is the beloved. 

To express this divine love, the mystical poets of Iran often 
use the figurative terms of fire, light, and wine. Love is a fire 
that consumes and annihilates the lover. It is a light that 
radiates from the face of God and illuminates the soul of man 
and the whole world. It is a light that eliminates the darkness 
of ignorance and suffering. Love is a wine that intoxicates 
and enraptures the lover to a point where he is unconscious 
of everything except his beloved. 

Iranian poets have expressed this mystical love by means of 
many symbols, paradigms, images, and metaphors. Among 
their most favorite imagery are the attraction of a moth to the 
candle, a nightingale to the rose, a drinker to the saqi, and 
everyone’s love of youth’s beauty. Every form of being — a 
child, a boy, a girl, a man, a woman, a flower, a tree, a 
mountain, a lake, a forest, the moon, the sun, the planets and 
stars, in a word, everything that exists upon the Earth and in 
heavens — is beautiful. If man sees ugliness in some forms 
of nature, it is because his prejudices, biases, ignorance, bad 
education, or insensitivity paints an ugly picture for him and 
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blinds him to the beauty which is all-pervading. If he opens 
his eyes, changes his attitude, rises above his ordinary 
consciousness to God-consciousness or superconsciousness, 
he will surely see beauty everywhere. 

The poetical expressions of Sufi poets often transcend the 
limits of physical, material, earthly and ordinary loves and 
lead the reader to an ethereal, heavenly, mystical and divine 
love. To miss this point is to miss the meaning of the greatest 
part of Persian poetry. Without an appreciation of the 
mystical dimension of Persian poetry, the reader is left with 
some poetical exaggerations of a passion for an unknown and 
unavailable beautiful beloved who may be either male or 
female, or with some unreal and deceptive statements about 
wine and drunkenness. 

Fortunately most admirers of Persian poetry know that the 
love expressed in the majority of poems is not limited to 
physical desire nor is wine to the intoxicating drink made 
from grapes. Most mystic poets of Iran have had families and 
normal sexual lives, and their apparent exaggerations of love 
are not indicative of their sexual privation or their excessive 
carnal desire but of their deeper appreciation of love and 
beauty. Some poets have expressly stated in their poetry that 
by love they do not mean physical and emotional love nor by 
wine the drink made from grapes. For example, Nezémi, who 
often used the terms “wine” and “drunkenness” in his poetry, 
states in one of his poems that never in his life did his lips 
touch wine. In short, the reader is warned against 
concretizing the symbols and metaphors of Persian poetry, 
which have far broader and deeper meanings than their 
physical references. 

The mystic poets of Iran, some of whom are represented in 
this selection, exalt beauty and love to the highest degree. 
Their masterly use of imagery, their expressions of profound 
feelings and sentiments, and their very skilful use of rhythm 
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and meter have resulted in the creation of one of the richest 
and sweetest literatures of the world. 

With this brief introduction, the reader is now invited to 
enter the rose garden of Persian poetry, listen to the rapturous 
songs of the nightingales of this paradise of beauty, and 
become intoxicated with the wine of love. 

—Reza Saberi, 
Fargo, North Dakota 
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Transliteration of Persian Words: 


a fat g get 

a father h_ hat 

e ten j jet 

i inn k_ kit 

0 go s sea 

u do ch church 

ay say sh she 

c cat kh as ch in German Nacht 
gh like a soft g q_ like a guttural g. 


The sounds of kh, gh, and q do not exist in English. 


Any letter written twice is pronounced twice. For example, 
Mohammad is pronounced Moham-mad; Allah, Al-lah. 


In any vowel combination, each vowel is pronounced 
separately. For example, Moezzi is pronounced Mo-ez-zi 

(0 as in go, e as in ten); Abusaid, Abu-sa-id (a as in at, i as in 
ring). 


H is always pronounced as in “hat,” except in gh, ch, sh, kh. 
For example, Ahmad is pronounced Ah-mad (A as in at, h as 
in hat), Mahasti as Ma-hasti. 


* indicates a pause after pronouncing the preceding letter, as 
in Sa‘di, which is pronounced Sa-di. 


The only exception made to the above system in this book is 
for the word rubdiyat, which was too popular to change. 


Chapter One 


roth Century C.E. 
4th Century Hejri 
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Ja‘far Rudaki 
(d. 941 C.E.) 


1 

Since my heart’s affair with her tress remained knotted, 
A hundred desires in each vein of mine remained knotted. 
My hope for relief was in crying. Alas, alas! That, too, 
The night of union, in my throat remained knotted. 
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#92 Sep Sill 
» tie Te IS, 
FF AAP 519 59) 9% 994 Ki IS 
9S dam Ld ge g> 00,5 (Kr. 
2 
O you, who have stolen the color and scent of the rose, 
The color for your face and the scent for your hair, 
You wash your face, and the whole stream becomes rosy, 
You let your hair down and the whole lane becomes musky. 
y 
GSdrlay ; 99,5 pw Jo 
55 4 99 9% 90S ol pte 
palo Sule 5 prugo aS a3 pb ol 
Gye (edd she wo 5) STL 
3 
Never does your heart have enough of cruelty. 
Never do your eyes water when you look at me. 
Though you are worse than a hundred thousand enemies, 
How strange that I love you more than my own soul! 
¥ 


oe EL on) Gyre Se ats ole 
PP & Ly Gel oiway 
cel a CULEL aS les hyve) 
IF SL 9% 9 oF ti SE ge 
4 
O desirous one, seek not any fruit in this orchard! 
This two-portalled garden is a willow-grove. 
Linger not in vain, for the gardener is after you. 
Regard it like the settled dust and the blowing wind. 
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(4) 
SpAZT gy GF Heb oslo lb 
Sp Nj] phe GIG an 50 
ygee dak Se pb syd 5 & 49 
SHE 9 OF pd 5095 5 059 
5 
Be content with what is given and freely live. 
Be not fettered by formalities and freely live. 
Do not look at those better off than you and grieve. 
Look at those worse off than you and happily live. 
gy 
Canal 9 Spree pf jl lo AST L 
col og 58l pee 5 alge pt a Gols 
SLE 4 prigF 9 02 pm wi Atyutl 
cal 9% they cal Gate sil pe 
6 
Though my heart bleeds in the grief of separation, 
My joy exceeds my suffering in this grief. 
I ponder every moment and wonder in my imagination: 
If his separation is like this, how will his union be? 
Vv 
Shee spite Ja 9 95 59) oe 
Shee 59 p5l lle Elye 95 51 pom 
Shee jgel oe 9% SF Jol 
dhe 59) o! pies Ls 4 559, 
7 
Besides your face, let there be no world-blazing sun. 
Besides you, let there be no world-illumining light. 


May no one be spoiled like me with your presence. 
May the day I should not see you never be a day! 
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LS LS pll jF 2 dole j> 
RS AS pe 5 OF tery Se 
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RVe @] oy per] yr wl o yb SK 
8 
None seeks me out except misfortune. 
None makes a warm inquiry of me except fever. 
And if my soul rises to my lips, 
None offers a drop of water to me except my eyes. 
q 
djlait jo et AS (a5 
BLES, SIH 5 > 9 Bt 9 
ojlast 51 bo Sede cpelo cpalo 
9 
If you let her hair down, a long night spreads out. 
And if you open it, an eagle’s claws spread out. 
If you untangle its curls and its twists, 
Lapful after lapful of musk spread out. 
\- 
D9 0535 T 78 5 Jo ppt Cals 
dpb 0nd b 95 SLi jl ge J 
lee & al grew Le ym 5 yak jg 
294 051» pe Ig pbl> 
10 
I hear your name, my heart is revived with delight. 
You turn your face to me, I am overfilled with joy. 


If any word about other than you is utterred anywhere, 
My mind becomes agitated by a thousand sorrows 
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5E 4 S95 599 Oe lp 
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11 
When you find me dead with gaping lips, 
My body emptied of spirit and wearied of craving, 
Sit down at my bedside and say with all your charm, 
“O you whom I killed, I am full of regret and repentance.” 
\Y 
Sie aed y IG ol Gi 59 
SS Jol glee Shl pres 
IS, WLS) 9 IS j wo at 
Sins Sas ol 9 p29} pry ee cn! 
12 
In search of that warlike and rancorous sweetheart, 
I roamed the whole world with a doleful heart. 
So many times my foot hit the rocks it stopped walking! 
So many times my hand beat my head it stopped working. 
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Shahid Balkhi 
(d. 937 CE.) 


1 

Last night I happened to pass by the ruins of Tus 
And saw an owl sitting in place of a peacock. 

I asked, “What news do you have about these ruins?” 
It answered, “The news is: Alas! Alas!” 
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la, asyli y ple o9>y 1! 
iley aril inp er gh oly 
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Abunasr Farabi 
(869-951 C.E.) 


1 

Vague and unrefined did the secrets of existence remain. 
Unpierced did that highly-revered pearl remain. 

Each person said something according to his reason. 

Yet untold did the point which was of essence remain. 
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Abulqasem Ferdowsi 
(941-1021 C.E.) 


1 
Last night, favoring his servants with kindness, 
He showed the way of humaneness: 
He forgave all my faults, took my arm, and, 
Blossoming with laughter, placed it around his neck. 
¥ 
O59 9 deat 99> Jo» gi He LE 
29595 9 See ee eT Bor F 
Sp 8 AS pi 99,5 5 re ol} 
29> aals> fareeenn) aS 90 gd L 
2 
How much pain and grief to your heart will you deliver, 
So that you gather yellow gold and white silver? 


Before your warm breath becomes cold, 
Spend them with your friend, else your enemy will. 
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y 
Cb py OLS g del 19 Cpe Jo 32 pet 
Sab 9 lees tag CS) 9 del 5L 
“yes giles aS alSS a, say 
3p OL jt AS, OT 9 te 
3 
Sorrow came into my heart and joyfully out it went. 
It came back, dropped its chattels, and again went. 


I said, as a formality, “Sit down for a minute.” 
It sat down, and then departure out of its mind went. 
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3) i) 95> Glee 59 409 45 5 ete 
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9) 5} 25m ee SE 9 95 ul go 


Dagqigqi Tusi 
(d. 979 CE.) 


1 

Your eyes, from which the riots of the world arise, 
Your ruby lips, from which the water of life pours, 
Made my body so degraded that 

The wind comes and sifts dust from it. 
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Farrokhi Sistani 
(d. 1038 CE.) 


1 
Either I will knock the enemy’s head on the rock 
Or he will make my head dangle from the gallows. 
In short, in this treacherous world, one dead with honor 
Is better than a hundred living with shame. 
Y 
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peily> 19 oye 9 dey OID poe 
Sa poly 9 Cosy Slog oS p pS 
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2 
While I dashed about in search of the friend, 
My life came to an end unawares. 


Where shall I find the life which is lost, 
Even if I be united with the friend? 
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y 
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3 
Kites have raised riot in the meadow 
And nightingales have escaped from the garden. 


Vine trees, mourning for the nightingales, 
Have wrapped [their heads with] white turbans of snow. 
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Hasan Onsori 
(d. 1040 C.E.) 


] 

I said, “O my idol, my heart aspires for you.” 
She said, “My lip is the remedy of your pain.” 
I said, “But you are always far from me.” 

She said, “Fairies hide from humans.” 
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I asked, “Why do I rain blood like a cloud?” 
She replied, “Because I am a blooming rose.” 
I asked, “Why am I so dejected without you?” 
She answered, “Because you are the body, I am the soul.” 
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Like pawns on a backgammon board we all are. 
Sometimes together sometimes separate we all are. 


Bewildered by the blue wheel we all are. 
Before we notice, huddled together we all are. 


Chapter Two 


11th Century C.E. 
sth Century Hejri 
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Ibn Sina 
(981-1037 C.E.) 


1 

Someone asked me, “What is the Absolute?” 

Beyond our imagination and description is the Absolute. 
We cannot speak of its what and why. 

Only the Absolute knows the description of the Absolute. 
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The blasphemy of a person like me is not an easy matter. 
No faith can be stronger than mine. 
There is only one like me in the world, and he is an infidel. 
So there is not even one Muslim in the whole world. 
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With these two or three ignorant ones, who think, 
In their ignorance they are the learned of the world, 
Be an ass. For these people are so asinine that 
Whoever is not an ass, they call him an infidel. 
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Though my heart dashed about in this desert far and wide, 
And learned to split hair, it could not understand a hair. 


A thousand suns illuminated my heart, 
Yet I could not comprehend the perfection of a particle. 
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Wine is the fruit of immortal life, give it! 
It is the capital of eternal life, give it! 
It burns like fire, but to sorrow, 
It is like the water of life, give it! 
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I wish I knew who I am, 
Bewildered in this world, in pursuit of what I am. 
If blessed, I will live happily and comfortably. 
If not, weeping with a thousand eyes I am. 
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O you, whose life by two breaths is enduring, 
A breath is a wind, by coming and going enduring. 
Upon the wind is laid the foundation of your life. 
How can a building upon the wind be enduring? 


34 & A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiydt 


A 


IF cyele yo Cod W595 0 LS 


SS pl yy HAT cam aT ps 59 
8 
Lovers came out and surrounded the rose, 
And suddenly took hold of the skirt of the rose. 
So much they pulled on the garment of the rose 
It tore into a thousand shreds on the body of the rose. 
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When the wind set fire to the harvest of the rose, 
Water dripped down from the garment of the rose. 
O Saqi of wine, take hold of the skirt of the rose. 
O daughter of vine, your blood is on the head of the rose. 
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We have concealed weeping in laughter like the rose. 
Weare dead and revived by a breath like the rose. 


We have cast ourselves in the center of all like the rose. 
And in all gathering, we are scattered like the rose. 
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1] 
When the sky broke the pearl-necklace of the moming, 
With lustrous pearls it filled the bowl of the morning. 


Even the sky has become captured and frenzied like me, 
O lover of the night and mad after the morning. 
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Abulhasan Kharqani 
(d. 1034 CE.) 


] 

Drunk by you, from the goblet and wine I am free. 
Captured by you, from the seed and snare I am free. 
You are my goal in the Kaaba and the idol-temple, 
Otherwise, from both of these places I am free. 
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The primordial secrets neither you know nor I. 

The words of the puzzle neither you can read nor I. 


Your discourse and mine are behind the curtain. 
When the curtain falls, neither you remain nor I. 
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Abulfaraj Runi 
(d. 1112 CE.) 


] 

As long as one breath of life remains for me, 
Desire for wine and S4qi will endure for me. 
The work I myself chose was this. 

All other works were fortuitous for me. 
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How is it that love first from the body arises, 
Then much lamentation from it to the heart arises? 
It is true that the rust eats the iron, 
But from the iron itself the rust arises. 
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If you ever think of loss in love, 
It is best you never think about love. 
In the world of love, it is not right 
To think of one’s life and brag about love. 
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Abusaid Abulkhayr 
(968-1049 C.E.) 


1 
My body turned to tears and my eyes shed them. 
One must live without body in your love. 
No trace remained of me. Of what is this love? 
Since I became the beloved completely, who is the lover? 
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There is water in place of sleep in my eyes. 
So impatient that I am for seeing you. 


They tell me to sleep so that I see you in my dream, 
Unaware that there is no room to sleep for me? 
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My heart never walks except the road of your love. 
My soul never speaks except the word of your love. 
Your love changed the plain of my heart into a salt-marsh 
So that no other person’s love may ever grow in it. 
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My heart became your place, else I would fill it with blood. 
_ You are in my eye, else I would make it like the Oxus. 
My soul has hope for your union, or else 
I would drive it out of my body with a thousand tricks. 
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When I ventured into the search of the beloved, 
I became a stranger to existence at the first step. 


He would not care for knowledge. I closed my lips. 
He would not buy reason. I became mad. 
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Afraid of the rival, I do not go around your street. 
Afraid of people’s taunt, I do not speak with you. 
I close my lips and sit down, 


But I cannot help desiring you. 
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Let me inform you of a certain event, 
And summarize it in two lines: 
I will hide in the earth with your love 
And rise from the earth with your love. 
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I have a language other than this. 
I have a place other than heaven and hell. 


Being in love and drunkenness are my possessions. 
Reading the Koran and asceticism are other than this. 
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I will take my heart off the world if you command. 
I will mix up profit and loss if you command. 
I will sit on fire if you say so. 
I will surrender my soul if you command. 
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With any gait they walk your path, it is good. 
By any means they seek your union, it is good. 
With any eye they see your face, it is good. 
In any language they utter your name, it is good. 
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O you, whose face is the world-decorating sun of all, 
Day and night your union is the desire of all. 
If you are better with others than with me, woe is me. 
And if you are with all as you are with me, woe is all. 
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In your street, one life is sold for a barley-corn. 
Nay, there a caravan of lives is worth a barley-corn. 
With your union, a barley-corn is worth a world. 


The way we are, a world is worth a barley-corn. 
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My heart has your brand, otherwise I would sell it. 
You are present in my eye, or else I would sew it. 
My heart is your abode, or else, like rue, 


I would burn it before you a hundred times a day. 
\¥ 
Bre fbo yo lS ou oF Jo 
BAS 9 99 9) SP WN SQ) > 
Om ee MG Cpe OS AT Clare 
GEE pe AG Gre pelo oy 9 
14 
For long did my heart gaze at the book of love. 
And saw no face but yours worthy of love. 


Just as your face lays beauty over beauty, 
So does my frenzied heart lay love over love. 
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When my heart caught your scent from the zephyr, 
It left me and went looking for you. 
Now it no longer recalls the weary me. 
First it caught your scent, and now your habit. 
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Someone asked me who my beloved was. 
I named a certain person and asked the reason. 


He sat down and cried loudly for me, saying, 
“How are you going to save your life from such a person?” 
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Baba Kuhi 
(d. 1051 CE.) 


1 
Without love’s fire, the work is undone, my dear. 
Any heart not consumed [by love] is imperfect, my dear. 
Burn like the moth and candle day and night. 
The beloved’s face and tress are day and night, my dear. 
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A goblet of purple wine, I desire. 
And this wine from the Saqis of life, I desire. 


If you wish to favor me with wine and comfit, 
One kiss from those lips and mouth, I desire. 
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Since the Primordial Day, lover and drunk I have come. 
With a goblet in hand till eternity I have come. 
If you find me a lover, a drunkard, and a wine-worshipper, 
Blame me not, for from the beginning thus I have come. 
Ff 


pried g® HLatig> Cul Jo aS l> ,o 
wie se Oats HJ; ailges 
et st Oleg Sh O29 59 
4 
Wherever there is a heart, spewing blood I see it. 
Crazed for the tress of the moon-faced ones, I see it. 


That certain Essence which is one in both worlds, 
In the innocent look of the moon-faced ones, I see it. 
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Khaja Abdullah Ansari 
(1006-1089 C.E.) 


1 
If after lust and carnal desire you are going, 
Let me wam you, after misery you are going. 
See where you are and where you have come from! 
Know what you are doing and where you are going! 
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In your love, without heart and soul I have become. 
For your sake, twisted like your hair I have become. 
No, no. Iam wrong. Now that by the power of love 
I have surpassed both worlds, the beloved I have become. 
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Any heart that goes around the door of love 

Will finally be wounded by the sword of love. 

This subtlety has been written in the book of love: 


He who has love in his head does not love his head. 
fF 
GIS Cpe jt tals 9 pal (co 
Sal jl A oF ope 5 igre! 
Salt iI > st ean! 8 
Salem Cl 5H soy 4 evel b 
4 
I came yesterday and did nothing, 
And today no market grew brisk by me. 
I will go tomorrow, unaware of any mysteries. 


Had I not come, it would have been better than all these. 
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In your love, sometimes I am high, sometimes low. 
In your remembrance, now I exist, now I do not. 


If you did not hold my hand in agony and ecstasy, 
I would suddenly go out of existence, my love. 
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My grief made my heart bleed, 
Fearing the road that is ahead of me. 
My heart will never attain the honey of unity 


As long as the scorpion of concupiscence stings me. 
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I am a disobedient slave, where is your acquiescence? 
I am dark in the heart, where is your light and radiance? 
If you grant me the paradise for obedience, 
That is a trade. Where is your grace and munificence? 
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My heart’s goal and my soul’s aim is love. 
The capital of immortal life is love. 


It was love that gave immortality to Khezr. 
That is to say, the eternal life is love. 
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May there be no king in my heart’s country but your love. 
May the people never know the secret between you and me. 
Your love never fails to reach my wounded heart. 
May that my hand never fail to reach your tress. 
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If I see the candle of your face for a moment, 
I will be like a needy and self-sacrificing moth. 
And the day I have to leave this cage, 
I shall go back, like a royal falcon, to the king’s hand. 
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Amir Moezzi 
(d. 1124 CE) 


1 
To take pride in the army of your love is good. 
To pray before the ringlet of your tress is good. 
In the chess-game I play with your love, 
I do not wish to win. There to be checkmated is good. 
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If the moon’s light and the candle’s are yours, 
Why then are the buming and the waning mine? 


If you are the candle, why should / bum? 
If you are the moon, why should / wane? 
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O king, the morning wine has a wonderful effect. 

Anyone who seeks pleasure endears the morning wine. 

Wine is always the cause of pleasure. 


However, in the morning, it is the elixir of pleasure. 
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Let all the hearts hang from your tress. 
Let all the souls blend with your nature. 
Any frenzy that the world incites, 
Let it be incited by the curls of your tress. 
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Any night there is union with that heart-ravishing beloved, 
The night is a boat and the moon a hurricane. 


Any night there is separation from that fragrant bosom, 
The night is a ship and the sun an anchor. 
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O love, you brought my life to the shore. 
O separation, you made my body lament. 
O heart, you brought my work to an end. 


O eye, you brought my heart to my tongue. 
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O moon, you are like the beloved’s eyebrows, as it were. 
Nay, you are like a king’s bow, as it were. 
You are like a horseshoe made of gold, as it were. 
You are like a ring in the ear of the sky, as it were. 
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A sun-faced one, whose love became my faith, 
Told me she was coming to stay with me tonight. 


My poor heart became disappointed and said, 
“Who has seen the sun at night that I see, too?” 
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O you whom the eye and heart have both chosen, 
You are dear to me like the eye and heart. 
If the heart would fall in love because of the eye’s seeing, 
Without the eye’s seeing of you, the heart fell in love. 
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In your separation, I am with two blood-filled eyes. 
I am suffering more than any word can describe. 


I saw you only one time and this is how I am! 
If I see you another time, how am I going to be? 
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Mohammad Ghazzali 
(1058-1112 C.E.) 


1 
If the heart take not your road, what shall it do? 
If the soul seek not your union eagerly, what shall it do? 
The moment the sun shines upon it, 
If the mirror say not, “I am the sun,” what shall it do? 
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Behind the screen of destiny was seen by no one. 
The secret of fate was made known to no one. 


Everyone said something by way of analogy. 
The secret remained and the story was finished by no one. 
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I lost my prayer-mat over the wine-vat, 
And performed my ablutions with the dust of the taverns. 
Perhaps I shall find in the taverns, 
The life which I lost in the schools. 
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O Essence of Being, what being are you not in? 
You are in no place, what place are you not in? 
O’ you whose nature is needless of places and directions, 
What place are you anyway, and what place are you not in? 
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Shaykh Ahmad Ghazzali 
(d. 1123 C.E.) 


] 
Your regret will not bring back yesterday, which is past. 
What wonder if you do not find this moment tomorrow? 
Be happy at this moment in which you exist. 
Do justice to it, for even this you will not find again. 
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From the wine that gave perfection to the life of reason, 
Bring me a cup, full to the brim, my darling! 
Make me drunk, and never mind if it is forbidden or not. 
Let me cease to exist, for my existence is a torture. 
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To describe you, I need two hundred tongues. 
Else, a thousand lives I must devote. 
Where you are, words do not reach. 
In short, you are the way you must be. 
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If you open your lips with a sweet smile, 
You will untie the chain of sorrow from my life. 
Your silence is all because of my speaking. 
Now I close my lips, so that you may speak. 
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As long as the world-viewing cup is in my hand, 
The highest heaven is under my feet. 


As long as the Kaaba of nonbeing is the kebla of my being, 
The soberest men of the world are drunk by me. 
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When they designed me from earth and water, 

They made my soul the form and your love the essence. 
And when they began to write my destiny and fate, 
They made my life equal to your love. 
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As long as my heart is charmed by those wine-colored lips, 
Every hour my patience decreases and my love increases. 
They ask me how my secret fell out. 

How can a secret be in while the heart is out? 
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O you, whose hair is more wrinkled than my cheeks 
And whose face is rosier than my eyes’ blood, 
Everyday you are more beautiful and I more miserable. 
Everyday you are more charming and I more infidel. 
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O friend, come, let us take a different road. 
Let us put an end to unkindness and cruelty. 
Let us embrace and cease rancor. 


Let us resume our companionship. 
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When you are sitting next to me, I am silent. 
When I recall your separation, I am boisterous. 
You will not be rid of me. For I have this much intelligence 
Not to sell for my soul what I have bought with my heart. 
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I am ever ablaze, like a candle, without you. 
I am in agony and pain all night without you. 
I neither extend my hand toward wine without you, 
Nor take any step toward pleasure without you. 
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Any human being who is alive and vocal 
Must be like Azra and Vamagq. 

Whoever is not like them is a hypocrite. 
Whoever is not a lover is not a believer. 
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If death raised the smoke of your enemy, 
Why should you soon become so happy with that smoke? 
Since death will also weary you out, 
Why should you rejoice in another person’s death? 
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O you, whose love has thrown light into my heart 
And whose sorrow has put a yoke on my neck, 
I have bought your love with my heart and soul. 
You know what is bought cannot be lied about. 
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The tulip took wine in its hand in the plain. 
The nightingale cried at the top of the cypress. 


The thunder came and beat its drum in the air. 
For a son named Rose was bor to the spring. 
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I put your love out of my heart, darling. 
I put that mount of grief out in the desert. 
Today I am not going to tell you what I will do. 


Tomorrow you will know when I tell you what I did 
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Since you went away, O beautiful one, 
I have had more anguish, more misery, and less patience. 
My body like a reed, my face like straw, my side the Nile, 
My finger to my lip, ear to the door, and eye on the road. 
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Omar Khayyam 
(d. 1123 CE.) 


1 
Arise, O idol. Come for our hearts’ sake, 
And resolve our difficulty with your beauty. 
Let us drink wine together from a jug, 
Before they make our clay into a jug. 
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Since tomorrow is not guaranteed for anyone, 
Keep your melancholic heart happy now. 


O Beauty, drink wine in the light of the moon. 
For many a night will the moon shine but not find us. 
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If you drink not wine, taunt not the wine-drinkers. 
Lay not the foundation of deception and lie. 
Boast not that you take no wine! 


You take a hundred things worse than wine. 
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Although I am beautiful in color and scent, 
My face like a tulip and my stature like a cypress, 
It never became known to me why the Primordial Painter 
Designed me in the earth’s house of mirth! 
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With wine and the minstrel in this ruined corner, 
My heart and soul, my cup and garment full of dregs, 


Released from the hope of mercy and fear of retribution, 
I am free from earth, air, fire, and water. 
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Where Jamshid used to hold the Cup, 
Now the deer reproduces and the fox lies calm. 
Bahram, who hunted the gur (onager) all his life, 
Did you see how he was hunted by the gur (grave)? 
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Now that the rose of your happiness is blooming, 
Why is your hand idle from holding the cup of wine? 
Drink wine, for time is a treacherous enemy. 
It is hard to find another day like this. 
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Today you have no access to tomorrow. 
And your fear of tomorrow is but an illusion. 


Waste not this moment with a heart that is not in love. 
This remainder of life is priceless. 
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O you — who have come brisk from the world of spirit, 
Bewildered by four, five, six, and seven — drink wine! 
For you do not know where you have come from. 
And be happy, for you do not know where you shall go. 
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O heaven, this devastation is from your rancor . 
Cruelty is your ancient habit. 
O Earth, if they split your chest open, 
Many precious jewels are buried there. 
\)\ 
CS Line tSne tile; g> Jo cl 
HSL olay OF 5 997 SE 
BE 559) SH PF 9 OE Oe yp 
SSIS 5] ded py ope AT rw hj 
1] 
While you are grieving in this world, my dear, 
Your pure soul may suddenly leave your body! 


Before the grass grows from your dust, 
Sit on the grass and live happily for a few days, 
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This ocean of being has come out of the invisible. 
No one was ever able to pierce this pearl of truth. 
Each person said something from imagination. 


No one can describe existence as it really is. 
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The jug was a desperate lover like me, 
Chained by the tress-tip of a beloved. 
This handle that you see on its neck 
Used to be an arm around a beloved’s neck. 
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This jug, which is the drinking-vessel of a hireling, 
Is from a king’s eyes and a vizier’s heart. 
Any bowl of wine you see in a drinker’s hand 
Is from a drunkard’s face and a chaste woman’s lips. 
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This old caravanserai, called the world, 
Where days follow nights, and nights days, 
Is a place where a hundred Jamshids have feasted, 


A palace where a hundred Bahrams have rested. 
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The few days of this short life passed quickly, 
Like the water in a brook and the wind in a desert. 
Yet my heart never sorrowed for two days: 
The day which has not come and the day which has passed. 
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On the cheek of the rose, the breeze of Noruz is good. 
On the stage of the meadow, a heart-cheering face is good. 


Of yesterday which passed whatever you say is not good. 
Be happy, say nothing of yesterday, for today is good. 
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Before you and me, days and nights have been. 
The turning heaven at its work has been. 
Any place on earth whereon you plant your step, 
There the pupil of a beloved’s eye has been. 
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To break a bow! after it is completed, 
Even a drunkard will not deem it right. 
So many perfect bodies, beautiful from head to feet, 
Whose love does create and whose hatred does destroy? 
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If nature has favored you with good health, 
Be happy, even though life is hard on you. 
Be among the wise, for the substance of your body is: 
Dust and wind, ashes and a blow. 
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When the cloud washes the tulip’s cheek in Noruz, 
Get up and walk straight to the goblet of wine. 
For this verdure, which is your spectacle today, 
Will grow all from your ashes tomorrow. 
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When the drunk nightingale found his way to the garden, 
And saw the smiling faces of the rose and wine, 
It came over and whispered in my ear in its own tongue: 
Find the present, for the life past can not be found. 
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Since heavens never turn to any wise man’s wish, 
What matters if you count them seven or eight? 


Since we all must die and leave all our desires behind, 
What difference if eaten by desert wolves or grave ants? 
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Like the tulip in Noruz, take the bowl of wine in your hand, 
With a tulip-cheeked one, if you get a chance. 
Drink wine joyfully, for this ancient wheel of the sky 
Will suddenly make you low, like the dust. 
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Since truth and certainty are beyond our reach, 
We cannot spend our whole life in doubt. 
Oh, we should never let down the wine-cup off our hands! 
In the absence of knowledge, what matters drunk or sober? 
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Since of all that exists nothing remains but wind in the hand, 
And since anything that exists decays and breaks down, 


Suppose all that exists in the world does not! 
Imagine all that exists not in the world does! 
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The dust under the feet of every ignorant person 
Is an idol’s hand or a beloved’s face. 
Every brick in the battlement of a palace 
Is a vizier’s finger or a sultan’s head. 
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When the Creator put the elements of nature in order, 
Why did he put defect and imperfection in them? 
If the product was good, why did he destroy it? 
If it was not good, whose fault was it? 
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No one is allowed behind the screen of secrets. 
Not a single soul is aware of this mystery of existence. 


Since there is no destination except in the heart of dust, 
Drink wine, for such fables are not short. 
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When I was asleep, a wise man told me: 
The flower of joy has not bloomed for anyone by sleeping. 
Why should you do something that is like death? 
Drink wine, for under the earth sleeping shall be. 
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This circle, wherein our going and coming takes place, 
Has neither its beginning nor its end in sight. 
No one tells the truth about this matter for a moment: 
Where is this coming from and where is this going to? 
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In the season of spring, beside a field of crops, 
Would a houri-natured idol give me a goblet of wine, 
Although common people may deem it wrong, 
A dog is better than me if I ever mention the paradise. 
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Capture the moment: for apart from your soul you will go. 
Behind the veil of the secrets of non-existence you will go. 
Drink wine, for you do not know where you came from. 
Be happy, for you do not know where you will go. 
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SAqi, the grass and the rose have found a pleasant tum. 
Capture this moment, for next week to dust they will turn. 
Drink wine and pick a rose! For before you notice, 
The rose to dust and the grass to straw will turn. 
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My life is dark and my affairs are in distress, 
My troubles are more and my comforts less. 


Thank God there is no means of calamity 
Which I need to ask of someone else. 
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In the season of the rose, beside a stream in a plantation, 
With a houri-natured sweetheart and a few bosom friends, 
Bring the cup of wine! For drinkers of the morning wine 
Are free from the mosque and clear from the synagogue. 
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If your affairs are going as you would have wished, 
And if life is like a suitable garment on you, 
Beware of leaning against the tent of your body, 
Which is a canopy with all its supporting nails loose. 
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People say, paradise with houris is good. 
I say, the juice of the grape is good. 
Grab this cash and relinquish that credit. 
For the sound of a drum from far is good. 
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They tell me drunkards will dwell in hell. 
This statement is false. One cannot believe it. 
If lovers and drunkards dwell in hell, 


Tomorrow you see heaven [empty] like the palm of a hand. 
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I do not know at all whether the one who molded me 
Made me one of the people of heaven or the ugly hell. 
A cup of wine, a sweetheart, and a harp beside a plantation, 
Let these in cash be mine and the heaven on credit yours. 
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Moonlight cleft the night’s skirt with its radiance. 
Drink wine, for wine better than this cannot be found. 


Rejoice and do not worry! For the light of the moon 
Will long shine over the dust of one and all. 
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To drink wine and be joyful is my creed. 
To be free from belief and disbelief is my religion. 
I asked the bride of time, “What is your dower?” 
She replied, “Your happy heart is my dower.” 
fr 
cand gle> Gtul pd g JLY Col pm 
cal I> 54 5 FT Gaygh ple ol 
43 
Wine is a molten ruby whose mine is the decanter. 
The body is a bowl whose wine is the soul. 
That crystal chalice wherein the wine is smiling 
Is a teardrop wherein the heart’s blood is hiding. 
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Drink wine, for the life eternal is this. 
The very fruit of your youth is this. 
Your friends are drunk at this time of roses and wine. 
Rejoice for a moment, for [real] life is this. 
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Good and evil, which are in human nature; 
Joy and woe, which are in fate and destiny — 
Do not attribute to the wheel of the universe. 
Indeed the universe is far more helpless than you are. 
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Any plain whereon tulips have grown, 
Has its redness from a king’s blood. 
Any violet-bush that grows from the ground 
Used to be a mole on a sweetheart’s cheek. 
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Any particle in the dust of the ground 
Was a crown or a signet before you and me. 


Wipe the dust from your charming cheek gently. 
For that, too, used to be the fair cheek of a lovely one. 
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48 
Any grass which on the bank of a brook has grown, 
It is as if from the lips of an angelic person has grown. 
Watch out, lest you should step on the grass with contempt! 


For that green from the dust of a tulip-cheeked has grown. 
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A gulp of wine than the kingdom of Kawus is better, 
Than the throne of Qobad and the realm of Tus is better. 
Any lament that a rend makes at dawn 
Than the prayers of pretentious ascetics is better. 
a. 
CE Ae 9 ce pet Ae dey ped pee ge 
Gh ae 9 class ae O94 yp ge ailen 
es le 95 9 Cpe jl dar aT 5295 V5 
Gels oye jf yl o pir ele I 
50 
When life reaches the end, sweet or bitter, what difference? 
When the cup fills up, Baghdad or Balkh, what difference? 
Drink wine. For after you and me, how many times 
The moon waxes and wanes, what difference? 
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Those who mastered arts and sciences, 
And became the light of the assemblies of the learned, 
Never found their way out of this dark night. 
They spun a yam and fell asleep in silence. 
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Before a person is forced into this plain of pains, 
Everything about him has been decided without his consent. 
Today they have offered an excuse for what 
They have already determined for tomorrow. 
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Those who are old and those who are young, 
Are all dashing after their desires. 


This ancient world will not remain for anyone. 
They are gone, we are going, and others will come and go. 
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He who built the Earth and the skies 
Laid many a brand on the doleful heart. 
Many a lip like ruby and many a tress like musk 
Placed he on the tray of the Earth and the box of dust. 
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One is brought forth and another is taken away, 
And the secret is revealed to none. 
This is all we are shown of our destiny. 
This is how the measure of our life is measured. 
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Those celestial bodies that fill the sky 
Are the vehicles of confusion for the wise. 


Beware, lest you should lose the thread of reason! 
Those who seek to understand are bewildered. 
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The world gained no benefit from my coming, 
Nor will it add to its glory and pomp from my going. 
Yet never my two ears heard from anyone 
The purpose of this coming and going. 
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Through suffering, humans gain their freedom. 
The waterdrop becomes a pearl in the prison of the shell. 
If your possessions did not remain, let your spirits do. 
When the measuring-cup is emptied, it is filled again. 
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Alas, the capital of life went out of my hand. 
Many a heart bled by the hand of death. 


No one came from the next world so that I ask him: 
What happened to those travellers from this world? 
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Alas, the book of youth came to an end! 
And that fresh spring of life became winter. 
That bird of joy whose name was youth, 
Alas, I did not notice when it came and when it went! 
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Long, long without us the world will be. 
Neither a name nor a sign from us there will be. 
Before now without us nothing was amiss. 
After now if we are not, the same will be. 
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This reason that walks on the road of happiness, 
Tells you a hundred times a day: 


Capture this one moment of your life! 
For you are not that chive which grows after it is reaped. 
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Behold how this caravan of life is passing! 
Capture the moment that is pleasantly passing. 
Saqi, why worry about the drinkers’ tomorrow? 
Bring forth the cup, for the night is passing. 
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Time is folding my back over. 
No longer can I do anything right. 
My soul decided to depart. I said, “Don’t go!” 
It said, “What shall I do? The house is falling down.” 
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Never did anyone conquer the wheel of the sky. 
Nor did the Earth consume enough humans. 


You are proud it has not consumed you yet. 
No rush! It is not too late. It will consume you, too. 
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However they adorn the world before your eyes, 
Attach not yourself to it, for the wise avoid attachment. 
Many like you will go, and many will come. 
Grab your share before it is snatched from you! 
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Since my destiny was determined without me, 
Why am I held accountable for its good and bad? 
Yesterday without my consent, and today like yesterday. 
For what reason should I be called to justice tomorrow? 
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How long shall you be the captive of colors and scents? 
How long shall you chase every beauty and ugly? 


Whether you are the Spring of Zamzam or the water of life, 
You will sink into the heart of dust in the end. 
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Unless you walk the road of the calenders, it won’t do. 
Until you wash your face with the heart’s blood, it won’t do. 
Why entertain a fancy? Unless you renounce yourself freely, 
Like the heart-consumed ones, it won’t do. 
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Since Jupiter and the moon appeared in the sky, 
Better than pure wine no one has seen anything. 
I am surprised at the dealers of wine. 
What will they buy better than what they sell? 
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Since the span of life and the ruzi cannot be more or less, 
One should not worry about what is more and less. 


Your affair or mine, even if it were like wax in our hands, 
Could not be made according to your wish or mine. 
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When they announce the arrival of fresh roses in the world, 
Order, my dear, that wine be given in right measure. 
Forget about the houris, palaces, heaven and hell. 
People always talk about things like these. 
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Whoever has a loaf of bread for his food, 
A place of living for his shelter, 
And is no one’s servant or master, 
Oh, what a happy world he has! 
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The farmer of destiny sowed and reaped many like us. 
There is no use grieving in vain. 


Fill the cup of wine and hand me, lest before the next drink, 
All things should become things of the past. 
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It is a pleasant day, neither hot nor cold. 
Clouds are washing the dust from the garden’s face. 
And the nightingale, in its own language, 
Is shouting at the yellow rose: “It is time to drink wine!” 
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Before you are attacked by surprise at night, 
Order some rosy wine to be brought forth. 
You are not gold, O negligent ignoramus, 
That could be buried under the earth and brought out again. 
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How long would you let your life in selfishness pass? 
Or in the pursuit of haves and have-nots pass? 
Drink wine! For a life which is chased by death, 
Better in sleep or drunkenness pass. 
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Not one person did reveal the secrets of death. 
Not one step did anyone take beyond nature. 
As I see it, from the novice to the master, 
Anyone born from a mother has but helplessness with him. 
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Lessen your greed for the world and live contentedly. 
Sever your attachment from any good and bad of the world. 
Take wine in one hand and a sweetheart’s tress in another. 
For soon these few days also will pass and vanish. 
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Although the story of my grief and suffering is long 
And your joy and happiness make you proud, 


One cannot rely on either one. For the heaven has 
A thousand kinds of games behind the screen. 
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Heaven never brings forth a rose from the earth, 
Which it does not wither and return to the earth. 
If clouds picked up dust as they do water, 
They would be raining the loved ones’ blood till doomsday. 
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If only one breath of life is there to pass, 
Allow not but happily for it to pass. 
Remember, the capital of the world’s trade is life, 
Which passes anyway you make it pass. 
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They say a paradise with dark-eyed hours there will be. 
Plenty of wine, milk, and honey there will be. 


If I chose wine and a sweetheart, why fear? 
For this is how the end of the work will be. 
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They say a paradise with houris and Kosar there will be. 
Streams of wine, milk, honey, and sugar there will be. 
Fill the cup of wine and put it in my hand. 
For one is is better than a thousand will be. 
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They say those who are virtuous will be resurrected 
In the same manner as they die. 
That is why I am always with my sweetheart and wine, 
So that I be resurrected in this manner. 
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Drink wine to wash excess and shortage from your heart, 
And take away the worries of the seventy-two nations. 


Do not abstain from the elixir, one gulp of which 
Would remove a thousand maladies from you. 
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Every secret in a wise man’s heart 
Must be more concealed than Anga. 
For a waterdrop, which is the secret of the heart of the sea, 
Becomes a pearl because of its concealment inside a shell. 
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Every morning, when dewdrops appear on the tulip’s cheek, 
The stature of the violet bends in the meadow. 
I really like the way the rosebud 
Holds her skirt gathered up around her. 
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My heart was never deprived of knowledge. 
Not many secrets remained unknown to me. 
I spent seventy-two years thinking day and night. 
It became known to me that nothing was known. 
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The seed of hope till the harvest will remain. 
The house and garden without you and me will remain. 
Your silver and gold, whether much or little, 
Spend with your friend, or else for the enemy will remain. 
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All our sincere friends have passed away. 
Crushed under the feet of death one after another. 
We drank from the same wine in the assembly of life. 
They became drunk a few rounds before us. 
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One bowl of wine is worth a hundred hearts and faiths. 
One gulp of wine is worth the Kingdom of China. 


Except the ruby wine, there is no bitter one on earth, 
Which is worth a thousand sweet lives. 
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A drop of water merged with the sea. 
A particle of dust united with the earth. 
What is your coming and going in this world? 
A fly that appeared and then disappeared. 
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If a loaf of bread is available for a couple of days, 
And a gulp of cold water from a broken jug; 
Why should a man obey the one lower than himself? 
Or serve the one who is like himself? 
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Inside a clear glass, bring that ruby wine! 
Bring that confidante and intimate of every free person! 


Bring wine, for you know that the span of this earthly life 
Is like that of the wind which moves quickly. 
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Why do you grieve over existence, my friend? 
Why do you afflict your heart and soul with futile thoughts? 
Live joyfully and spend your life happily in the world. 
They did not consult you in the beginning anyway. 
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The heavens, which increase nothing but grief, 
Never give anything without snatching it back. 
If those who have not come knew 
How we suffer in this world, they would never come. 
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O heart, grieve not over this wearied world. 
You are not useless, suffer not useless griefs. 


Since what was has passed and what is not is invisible, 
Be happy, grieve not over what was and what is not. 
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O heart, suppose all your wishes in the world are obeyed, 
Suppose your garden of pleasure is adorned with verdure, 
And suppose one night, like a dewdrop, 
You sat on that verdure and got up the next morning! 
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These dwellers of graves turned into ashes and dust. 
Every particle took distance from every other. 
Oh, what wine was it that made them so drunk 
And unaware of everything till the Day of Reckoning? 
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The wine-vat’s brick-lid is better than Jamshid’s kingdom. 
The wine-cup’s scent is more pleasant than Mary’s repast. 


The morning sigh from a drunkard’s chest is 
More amiable than the laments of Bu Said and Adham. 
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In the sphere of the sky, whose depth is invisible, 
There is a cup from which everyone must drink in tum. 
When your turn comes, do not sigh. 
Drink it happily, for it is your tum to drink. 
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Yesterday I saw a jug-maker in the bazaar, 
Who was treading a lump of clay repeatedly, 
While that clay told him in its own language: 
“T used to be like you. Treat me kindly!” 
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From that wine which is eternal life, drink! 
It is the substance of the joy of youth, drink! 
From that wine which burns like fire, 
But washes grief like the water of life, drink! 
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If you drink wine, drink with the wise. 
Or drink with a smiling, tulip-cheeked idol. 
Neither drink too much, nor shout, nor make a display. 
Drink a little, once in a while, and in private. 
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It is dawn. Rise, O pleasant youth! 
Fill the crystal goblet with the ruby wine. 
This one borrowed breath in this corner of nonexistence 
You will seek much but never find again. 
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Of all those who have traveled this long road, 
Who has returned to tell us the secret? 


Therefore, in this junction of greed and need, 
Leave nothing behind, for you will never retum. 
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O wise old man, rise early in the morning, 
And take a sharp look at that dirt-sifting child. 
Give him an advice and tell him to sift gently 
The brain of Kay Qobad and the eyes of Parviz. 
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It is morning. Rise, O my charming one! 
Sip your wine slowly and play the harp! 
For those who are here will not stay long, 
And those who have gone will never return. 
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I saw a bird perched on the rampart of Tus, 
In front of her the skull of Kay Kawus. 


She was saying to the skull: Alas! Alas! 
What happened to that toll of bells and sound of drums? 


100 ~& A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiyat 


\\) 
rN jee Cpzil fie aS Cul ol> 
PS jet Cee he 5) dey Do 
eked ple Spare yoo 50595 ol 
PS je Coe) sp 5L 9 jane 
111 
Here is a bowl that reason praises with bravos 
And kisses a hundred times its brow with love. 
This potter of the world makes such a delicate bowl 


And then smashes on the ground! 
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Khayy4m, if you are drunk with wine, be happy. 
If you are together with a moon-faced one, be happy. 
Since the end of the affair of the world is nonexistence, 
Suppose you did not exist, now that you do, be happy. 
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Last night I went to a potter’s workshop 
And saw two thousand jugs silent and vocal. 


Suddenly one jug roared out: 
Where is the jugmaker, the jugseller, and the jugbuyer? 
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Time is ashamed of that person 
Who sits lonely and grieves over the past days. 
Drink wine from a glass to the sound of a harp 
Before the glass smashes into a rock. 
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From the nadir of the black mud to the zenith of Saturn, 
I solved all the major problems [of being]. 
I untied many difficult knots, using many tricks. 
Every knot became opened, except the knot of death. 
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With a cypress-statured one, lovelier than a rose, 
Avoid not the cup of wine and the skirt of the rose, 


Before the wind of death suddenly make 
The garment of your life like the shirt of the rose. 
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O friend, let us not worry about tomorrow. 
Let us appreciate the value of this moment of life. 
Tomorrow when we pass from this house of nonexistence, 
We will be the same as those long deprived of life. 
\\A 


prod a> gl yo le aS S38 SF > ol 
palo gles g i! JL> ib 
PPL lle y Glael je a5 59> 
pool yam gl iS pez Ho 5% Le 
118 
This wheel of the sky at which we are bewildered, 
Can be likened to a magic lantern. 
Think of the sun as a candle, and of the world as a lantern. 
Weare like images wandering about in this lantern. 
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Rise from your sleep, so that we can have a drink 
Before the hand of time pushes us to a brink. 


For suddenly one day, this violent wheel of the sky 
Will not give us enough time to swallow a sip of water. 
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I shall rise and go toward the pure wine, 
And make my face the color of jujube. 
I shall splash a handful of wine on the face of 
This meddling reason so that I may put her to sleep. 
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On the spread of dust, many sleepers I can see. 
And beneath the earth, many hidden ones I can see. 
In this plain of annihilation, as far as I look, 
Many have-not-comes and have-gones I can see. 
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How long shall we be captive to common sense? 
What difference if we live one day or a hundred years here? 


Give me some wine in a bowl 
Before I become a jug in a potter’s workshop. 
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Since our position in this world is not stable, 
It is a big mistake to be without wine and a beloved. 
How long shall I hope for the eternal and fear the transient? 
When I am gone, let the wolrd be eternal or transient. 
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I cannot cover the sun with mud, 
Nor can I utter the secrets of the world. 
From the sea of meditation, intellect brought me 
A pearl which I cannot pierce because of fear. 
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Wrongly did the enemy call me a philosopher. 
God knows I am not what he said. 


But since I have come to this nest of suffering, 
Should I not, at least, know who I am? 
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It is we who are the source of joy and the mine of sorrow, 
The building of justice and the founding of injustice. 
It is we who are perfect and imperfect, low and high, 
A rusted mirror or the cup of Jamshid. 
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Not because of poverty am I not drinking. 
Not from fear of disgrace or drunkenness am I not drinking. 
I used to drink in order to cheer my heart. 
Now that you settled in my heart, I am not drinking. 
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Without pure wine, I cannot live. 
Without wine, I cannot carry the burden of the body. 


I am the slave of that moment when the SAqi says, 
“Have another glass!” but I cannot. 
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Every now and then someone comes along and says, / am. 
With wealth, silver, and gold comes along and says, / am. 
When his little affair finds some order, suddenly one day, 
Death leaps out of its ambush and says, / am. 
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For some time, I went to the master in my childhood. 
Then for some time I was happy to be a master. 
Listen to the end of the story what came to me: 
I came out of the earth and was gone with the wind. 
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Not one day free from the chain of the world am I. 
Not one instant happy with my existence am I. 


I did a long apprenticeship to the world. 
Still unskilled in the affair of the world am I. 
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Of yesterday which has passed, recall nothing! 
Of tomorrow which has not come, complain nothing! 
Rely not on what has passed and what has not come. 
Be happy now. Cast not your life to the wind for nothing! 
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O my eyes, if you are not blind, see the grave! 
See this riotous and tumultuous world! 
Kings, nobles, and notables are under the mud. 
See the moon-like faces in the mouths of ants! 
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Rise, and suffer not for the transient world. 
Sit, and spend a moment with joy. 


If there had been any fidelity in the nature of the world, 
It would have never reached you from others. 


108 << A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiydc 


\¥O 


ag 9 Sal 59 gaol Jol> ose 
OL HSU Ce anak (99> 5> 
M3 995 UE> 25 Al Jo o> 
oleae tals 295 KS or gui! g 
135 
Since the human share in this salt-marsh 
Is nothing but suffering until death, 
Blissful is the one who departed from this world soon. 
Peaceful is the one who never arrived in this world. 
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I am going. For in this cruel dwelling of the body, 
There will be nothing but wind in the hand. 
Only that person should be glad for my death 
Who himself can be free from the hand of death. 
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I saw a rend sitting on the horse of the earth. 
Neither a Moslem, nor an infidel, nor worldly, nor religious. 


He did not believe in God, Truth, religion, or certitude. 
How can anyone dare to be like that? 
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To be content with a bone, like a vulture, is better than 
To be an unwelcome guest at the table of an ignoble person. 
To be content with one’s own barley bread is better than 
To be tainted by the pd/uda of a mean person. 
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Some people are thoughtful about religion. 
Others are suspicious of any conviction. 
I am afraid one day a voice may call out: 
O ignorant ones, the way is neither this nor that. 
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There is a cow in the sky, whose name is Pleaides, 
And another hidden under the Earth. 


Open your eye of wisdom with certainty and see 
A drove of asses between two cows. 
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If I had power over the universe like God, 
I would wipe it out of existence. 
Then I would build a new universe where 
A freeman could easily attain to his heart’s wish. 
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Listen not to those who are pleased with the world. 
Drink limpid wine with those your eyes are pleased with. 
Those who came before us went away one after another. 
And there is no sign of anyone who came back. 
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To drink wine and to hover around the lovely ones 
Is better than practicing pretentious asceticism. 


If the lover and the drunkard were to dwell in hell, 
No one would want to see the face of the paradise. 
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One should not depress one’s happy heart with grief, 
Nor let the millstone of suffering grind one’s happiness. 
Who knows what will happen in the future? 
There must be wine, the beloved, and fulfilment of desires. 
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That palace which used to reach the sky, 
At whose threshold kings lowered their faces, 
We saw a ringdove perched on its turret, 
Singing, Where? Where? Where? 
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What is gained from our coming and going? 
Where is a woof for the warp of our life’s hope? 


So many heads and feet of the lovely ones of the world 
Burn to ashes, but where is the smoke? 
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When our pure souls leave your body and mine, 
They put a few bricks on your grave and mine. 
Later, to make bricks for other people’s graves, 
They pour into molds your ashes and mine. 
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Drink wine! For heaven, to destroy your life and mine, 
Is going to make an attempt at your life and mine. 
Sit on the grass and drink some clear wine. 
For long this grass will grow from your ashes and mine. 
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From anything except wine negligence is best. 
And wine from the hands of the intimate idols is best. 


Drunkenness, being a calender, and being lost are best. 
In the whole world, a sip of wine is best. 
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Behold how the rose’s skirt is split by the zephyr! 
And how the nightingale delights in the rose’s beauty! 
Take your seat near the rose. Many times this flower 
Will scatter on the dust while we have tummed into dust. 
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How long shall I worry whether I have or not? 
Or whether I spend my life happily or not? 
Fill the bowl of wine! For I do not know whether 
This breath which I inhale I will exhale or not? 
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One gulp of old wine is better than a new kingdom. 
It is better to stay away from anything except wine. 


The brick on top of the wine-vat is a hundred times 
Better than Feridun’s throne and Key Khosrow’s kingdom. 
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You are excused if you strive to obtain from this world 
As much as you need for your food and clothing. 
Anything extra is not worth the trouble. 


Beware, lest you should sell your precious life for nothing. 
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The comings of springs and the goings of winters 
Tum over the pages of our existence. 
Have wine, not sorrow! For the doctor says, 


Sorrow is like poison whose antidote is wine. 
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One day I bought a jug from a potter. 
The jug spoke about all kinds of secrets: 


“Once I was a king with a golden cup in my hand. 
“Now I am a jug in every drunkard’s hand.” 
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O you, who are the sum of four and seven, 
And always in bondage of the four and seven, 
Drink wine! A thousand times and more I have told you: 


You will not come back. When you’ re gone, you are gone. 
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O heart, to the secrets of this puzzle, you will not reach. 
To the subtlety of the astute savants, you will not reach. 
Here, be content with the heavenly ruby wine. 
For there where heaven is, you may or may not reach. 
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My friend, hear a word of truth from me: 
Be with ruby wine and someone with a fair body. 


For the one who made this world cares 
Neither for your moustache nor for my beard. 
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I wish there were a place to rest, 
Or a destination to arrive at the end of this long road! 
I wish there were a hope of rising, like the grass, 
From the heart of dust after a hundred thousand years! 
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Last night, I smashed an earthen jug on the rock. 
I was drunk when I committed this asperity. 
The jug told me in a mute language, 
1 used to be like you. You, too, will be like me. 
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If I could see a fruit on the branch of hope, 
I would find the end of my rope. 


How long should I wish for a door to open 
From the prison of existence into nonexistence? 
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O dear of my heart, pick up the bowl and the jug, 
And sit peacefully on the bank of a brook in a field of crops. 
This ill-tempered wheel has turned many a dear person 
A hundred times to a bowl and a hundred times to a jug. 
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I asked an old man in a wine-dealer’s house 
“Have you no news of those who passed away?” 
“Drink wine!” said he. “For never any news came 
“From so many like us who passed away.” 
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How long the story of the four and five, O Saqi? 
What matters if the problem be one or a thousand, O Saqi? 


We all are from dust. Play the harp, O Saqi! 
We all shall go with the wind. Bring the wine, O Saqi! 
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As far as I can see in every direction, 
There is a stream of Kosar flowing in the garden. 
The plain is like the paradise, say nothing of Kosar. 
Sit in this paradise beside someone with a heavenly face. 
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Cheer up! For they finished your business yesterday. 
They did away with your desire yesterday. 
How should I tell this story that, without your request, 


They decided your tomorrow’s work yesterday? 
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I went to a potter’s workshop 
And saw the master at the foot of the wheel, 


Shaping boldly the handle and head of a jug 
From the hand of a beggar and the head of a king. 
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The firmament whispered in my heart’s ear secretly: 
“You think I am responsible for the rule of destiny! 
“If I had a choice in my own revolution, 
“I would free myself from this wandering.” 
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From that jug of wine, in which there is no harm, 
Fill a cup for yourself, and one for me, too; 
Before a potter along a road, my darling, 
Makes jugs of your dust, and mine, too. 
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If a loaf of wheat bread be available, 
Two gallons of wine and a thigh of mutton, 


A rosy-cheeked one, in a corner of an orchard, 
That would be a pleasure not every king could reach. 
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If the heaven’s work had been based on justice, 
Its conditions would have been all agreeable. 
And if there was justice in the world, 


Would the hearts of the learned be distressed? 
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O Potter, mind what you are doing, if your are intelligent! 
How long shall you debase the clay [made]of people? 
What do you think it is you have laid on the wheel? 
The fingers of Fridun and the palm of Kay Khosrow! 
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Morningtide, O elegant sweetheart, 
Compose a song and bring wine! 
For this going of the winter and coming of the summer, 
Lowered to dust a hundred thousand Jamshids and Kays! 


Chapter Three 


12th Century C.E. 
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I pawned reason in the hand of love. 

I am happy without reason. Let it go. 
How can reason be a lover’s confidante? 
It has no part in the story of love, let it go! 
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O heart, you fall in love and about your life you worry. 
You commit theft and about the policeman you worry. 
You claim to be a lover and brag about it, 
Then about what people may say you worry. 
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Without your face, my heart will not breathe out love. 
The world of love, from end to end, is under your charm. 
You ask me why I do not give up love. 
You must become a lover to know the longing of love. 
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T asked my heart, “Why do you not give up love?” 
It answered, “Love is not a matter of choice.” 
I said, “You may not attain union.” It said, “Perhaps. 
“There are many wanderers like me in the world of love.” 
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O heart, since none could solve the problem of love, 
Why do you follow the futile way of love? 
Many like you fell victim to the sword of love. 
Yet none could attain to the goal of love in the end. 
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O heart, from now on do not go near the door of love. 
You may turn into dust and not know the meaning of love. 
Many like you surrendered their souls in the bed of love, 
Without having figured a single letter from the book of love. 
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O Sani, do not brag about love in vain! 
For a person like you will not be a confidant to love. 


Take this advice and get off the road of love. 
For the sorrow of love can turn the running water into dust. 
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Nothing but the hand of calamity leads the steed of love. 
Nothing but the arrow of need exists in the quiver of lové. 
Although I am perfumed by the pleasant scent of love, 
My honor was consumed in the fire of love. 
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My heart is always obedient to love. 
My body is always the servant of love. 
I am standing like a shield beside love. 
I have in mind to lose my head over love. 
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As soon as the world saw my heart’s goal was love, 
It began to wave the banner of love before my heart. 
If revelations from the heaven had not stopped, 
In regard to my heart would have come the verse of love. 
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They tell me I have made my heart the slave of love, 
And this suffering of my heart is the result of love. 
If I remove the veil of love from the face of my heart, 


They will see how my heart is tenderly nurtured by love. 
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I told my heart, “Stay away from love, 
“And remove the garment of love from your body.” 
My heart, nurturing a fancy, said: 
“As long as I live, I will hold on to the skirt of love.” 
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How can reason close the chamber of love? 
How can intellect bring back the one stolen by love? 


Far better than the living is the one killed by love. 
O khdja, what do you know about the subtlety of love? 
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Everyday in a new way comes that goldsmith of love 
And puts around the neck of suffering the ornament of love. 
Obstacles are placed at the door of love 


So that escape those who lack the determination of love. 
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Any heart that rides on the horse of love, 
May catch a prey from the claws of love. 
And the heart upon which shines the star of love, 
If it dies, it is allowed in the religion of love. 
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Those who are captured by the heart-ravishers’ love, 
Rain from their eyes the blood of their hearts. 
Never does bad luck separate from love. 
Bad luck and love are bosom friends. 
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With your fire I became all laughter like a rose. 
I died at your feet and came to life again. 
My inbom freedom did not benefit me. 


Now that I am bound to you I am free. 
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There is a garden in my heart blooming with joy. 
Yet, my soul is branded by nonexistence. 
I have a mind devoid of illusions. 
I am free from both existence and nonexistence. 
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The butcher, as is his custom, knocked me down, 
Killed me, and said this is my nature. 


Then, apologizing, he brought his head to my foot 
And breathed in me, so that he could peel my skin. 
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After he peeled me, he held the knife with his teeth. 
The touch if his lips made the iron precious like a pearl. 
Then he held the knife balanced in his hand, 
So that life may return to the one whose life he had taken. 
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The world outside is all inside our hearts. 
These two houses are both our dwellings, one after another. 
The trouble is with the nature of our physical body only. 
Whatever existed before this physical body is our home. 
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Your cheerful face is the camp of love. 
Your twisted and curled hair is the chain of calamity. 


O you, who are the joy of the heart which has your sorrow, 
A single breath of you comforts a hundred thousand souls. 


SanaiGhaznavi + 129 


yy 
Cemgi ola, flor Glee ole 
wg oly 9 youl Ss ole. 
els 9 Mem 9 9 AB) 9 T pg pg yg 
agi 0 sNgrrige Glyate gS 0 
23 
The beauty of your face is the altar of the world. 
The king of the sky (the sun) is your helpless captive. 
Passion, piety, faith, duality, and unity are 
All in the corners of your blood-thirsty eyes. 
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With right thinking and right intention, 
I want to get out of this situation nimbly. 
I grew tired of these people’s creed. 
Everyone has helplessly clutched at a feeble twig. 
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To grieve for this transient world is futile. 
A single breath separates being from nonbeing for us. 


Do good deeds if you can. 
For this world is the memorial of many people. 
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If I were to sacrifice my soul, the soul is a breath. 
If I were to sacrifice my heart, the heart is a desire. 
If I sacrifice my property, the property is straw. 
What better things than these three do I have access to? 
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Every night my heart bleeds in separation; 
And my eyes, unable to sleep, gaze at the sky. 
When the day breaks, my inner voice calls: 
“How do you feel at the threshold of the morning?” 
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He who cuts your head (ego) is your sympathetic friend. 
He who puts a hat on your head is your robber. 


He who gives you a feast is your burden. 
He who makes you without you is your friend. 
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May there be no world-illuminer except you for me. 
May the host of your separation not triumph over me. 
May there be no blaze of your separation in my heart. 
After our union, may there be no day without you for me. 
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Desire for you made me a vagabond. 
Love for you made me immortal. 
Your grace and generosity made my body like a soul. 
In the field of action, better than this could not be done. 
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In the mirror of your face one can not sigh. 
One can not corrode a mirror with a sigh. 


So delicate is your face and so intense its beauty 
It is impossible to gaze at it. 
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The day you put your head out of the veil, 
You will humble the world. 
If your beauty and charm grow more than this, 
O what hearts that you will cause to bleed! 
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My sweetheart, since you suddenly left me alone, 
Your separation made me quite miserable. 
If pain and grief allow me to reach you again, 
I will tell you what your separation did to me. 
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The day your beloved fills your heart with pain, 
You should sacrifice a thousand lives in gratitude. 


In the path of love, O sincere man, a slap on the neck 
From the lovely ones should not go without thanks. 
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If I become dust, he passes by me like wind. 
If I become wind, he flows by me like water. 
If I ask for his place, he looks at me in the eye. 
Who can save his life from such a soul of the world? 
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If your face be full of pain with tears, 
Beware, lest you should contaminate it with any water. 
For in the path of love, man must be so as 
To emerge dry from the sea and cold from the hell. 
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He said, “Do not wander in my street in vain, 
“Lest my enemy should reduce your life to dust.” 


I said, “Do not worry about my life. 
“Better to die in your street than to be separate from you.” 


1334 < A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiydt 


YA 
Sy al ogthgs AF gle 95 Ses 
dpa dal o9e AF 55 ley g age 59 
9 y0 dal 972 2S age onge 5! 
970 dl 5938 Sp OLS az 5 |! 
38 
Regard not how skilful a man is. 
Regard how loyal and faithful he is. 
If a man be able to carry out his promise, 
He is higher than anything you can imagine. 
ra 
5G pT pm 45 5 tS asl cpl 
D5L AT yh 4 chanel 0 rhe Ung 
2jN051 Soy Ge AF ub Soy 
ojle Gels Fie 994s le ose 
39 
Not every man can gallop this horse of calendership. 
Not every man can play with this die of nonexistence. 
Man must needs courage to cast away his life, 
And when it is done, to make your love his life. 
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40 
When the Painter was painting your portrait, 
He ordered [angels] to prostrate before you for a while. 


When the portrait was completed, O tall cypress, 
He was reciting Va in yakdd and burning wild rue. 
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The sun watches you from its climax. 
The rose-bower is humbled by your face’s color. 
The whole city is bewildered by you and thirsty for you. 
Blissful is the one who suffers for you. 
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42 
He who lays his life on the path of love 
Must not tend toward any other than his love. 
A lover must be so as the thought of heaven and hell 
Never occurs to his mind on the path of love. 
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We are still provoked and miserable, 
Victims of our sensuality and passion. 


Because of these two, we are still chasing each other. 
Hence, we are still separate from the Friend. 
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Why do you tell your suffering to this person or that? 
Or seek sympathy from the eye of this person or that? 
Create your own world with whatever you have, 


Little or much, and live graciously in your own world. 
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Every midnight my far-sighted mind 
Reminds me of my origin and essence. 
Then the joy of being fills my heart, 
And the sorrow of nonbeing quits me. 
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The wine of love filled my cup, my darling. 
And my life became disheveled like your hair. 


Is this not enough for me from your love 
That you write my name as one of your bondmen? 
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From that one secret glance I stole, 
I suffered many troubles away from you. 
I tore my veil while desiring for you. 
You sold coquetry, and I bought it. 
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48 
In the sea, a whale one must be. 
In the desert, a leopard one must be. 
Manly and courageous one must be, 
Else with a world of shame one must be. 
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As long as you are with yourself, though sitting beside me, 
O what a long distance there is between you and me! 


Unless you lose yourself, you can not find me. 
For in the path of love, there is room for either you or me. 
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I have neither the nature to mix with my beloved 
Nor the wisdom to avoid love. 
I have neither the strength to wrestle with my destiny 
Nor the ability to escape from the field of battle. 
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Many hearts bled and many lives dissolved in order to know 
What and how the truth behind the veil is. 
In knowing you, reason is helpless and the sky is low. 
Both worlds are full of you, yet you are outside both. 
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We have all left the essence and stuck to attributes. 
We are praised by attributes and humiliated by the essence. 
As long as we are stuck with attributes, we are all dead. 
When attributes are gone, we are all the water of life. 
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When does the one whose joy is you suffer? 
When does the one whose life is you perish? 
When does the one whose cash in this world is you 
Attach his heart to the credit of the next world? 
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54 
Hate your ego! For your loss is you. 
Speak less of the stars! For your sky is you. 
The visible is for others, the invisible is you. 
Be happy! For all said, your world is you. 
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You drew many streams from my eyes and went away. 
You made me sit in the fire of separation and went away. 


Like a salient wind, you came up against me, 
Threw dust in my eyes, and went away. 
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O heart, do not listen to that idol’s sympathy. 
Do not in vain wear yourself out with humility. 
For that tyrant beauty is more inattentive 
To your sorrow and suffering than you think. 
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As long as you are sober, you will not taste drunkenness. 
Unless you give up the body, you will not love the spirit. 
Unless you become naught in the path of love, 
Like fire and water, you will not reach to existence. 
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How long are you going to worry about your wretched life? 
How long are you going to worry about this perilous world? 


What can be lost from you is this body only. 
Suppose a dump does not exist. Why do you worry? 
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If my coming was up to me, I would not have come. 
If my going was up to me, when would I go? 
It would have been best if in this ruinous world, 
I had never come, never gone, and never been. 
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60 
Take the way of calendership and the tavern only. 
Ask for wine, music, and the beloved only. 
Fill the goblet and, in front of the jug of wine, 
Drink happily, my dear, and speak sense only. 
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From people by listening keenly, you will not be free. 
From yourself by speaking eloquently, you will not be free. 


From these two, however hard you try, you will not be free. 
From people and self, but by silence, you will not be free. 
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Sometimes you reward me for my laments at dawn. 
Other times you honor me because of one sigh. 
I desire my selflessness because when you make me selfless 
You admit me into your own self. 
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That in which neither you exist nor I, 
Its quality neither you know nor I. 


If the veil of illusion is lifted from before us, 
Only He will remain, He. Neither you nor I. 
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When in chain, a chain breaker one must be. 
Having lost the way, a road-guide one must be. 
In one moment, a thousand years one must live. 
In one instant, a thousand places one must be. 
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O heart, did you see whatever you saw was naught? 
Any story of time you heard was naught? 
So much dashing in all directions was naught. 
And today sitting in one corner is also naught. 
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I said, “In my mortality, I am so as I cannot explain.” 
He said, “I will take you to an immortality you cannot explain. 
“That is to say, when you see yourself as nonexistent, 
“I will give you so much existence you cannot explain.” 
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O wonder bird, stars are your seeds to pick. 
Your ancient covenant is from the Day of Alast. 
If you are searching for the world-viewing cup, 
It is laid in a safe in your breast. 
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If a secret is revealed to you, keep it hidden. 
Hope only for a pain without remedy. 
Then make a permanent mirror of your spirit, 
And hold it in front of the Beloved. 
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The arrow that passes the Beloved’s commanding hand, 
Make your soul its target and let it pass through. 


Shield not yourself from the arrow that 
Pierces both worlds hidden even from itself. 
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My soul is in love with that countenance. 
My heart is enamored of that speech. 
My soul and heart are replete with precious mysteries. 
But what shall I do since my tongue is locked? 
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Where is a sincere lover and a spirited heart? 
Where is a burned-in-love without scattered thoughts? 
Since everyone is the slave of his thoughts, 
Who in both worlds is the slave of God? 
\\ 


09 yo gilt oF Lb pel 


09 70 gildm 59 od!» fog ,0 
odd SIS b anti pou dS » ol 


09 0 gla 59 AF pes 59 
1] 
O you who have died in search of a savior, 
You who were born in union and died in disunion, 
You are buried thirsty on the seashore, 
You have died of poverty on top of a treasure! 
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Every day I start walking the road of your love anew. 
Every night I mourn, longing for you. 
I have neither courage to give my heart to the one like you 
Nor the strength to take my heart off from you. 
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O heart, since you drank the wine of gnosis, 
Close your lips. Do not sell the secret of God. 
Do not boil, like a mountain spring, in every hardship! 
You become an ocean if you sit silent. 
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Let your heart keep searching the secret of love. 
Strive to keep the secret of love in your soul. 


A secret over which you have lost your head, 
When it is found, keep it hidden even from yourself. 
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Each organ in your body an ear must be. 
Your soul only a listener must be. 
You asked how the man of the Path must be? 
Observing and silent he must be. 
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O walker of the Path, do not be a wretched man. 
Do not go out of yourself and become astray. 
Journey within yourself, like [real] men. 
You are a man of perception, do not be a spectator! 
\V 


M8) dal 9% Glee 52) 970 OF 
8 tal 9K pw 005 sh 59 
ire Ee 94 aly Sh 9 
8) dab gz AF Sarg ol , 295 
17 
If you are a man of the Path, through blood you must walk. 
And if your feet collapse, on your head you must walk. 


Plant your step on the road and ask nothing. 
For the road itself will tell you how you must walk. 


148 < A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiydt 


\A 
29 dubine 2 pri 9 pty af 
D9 dalne 259 Jal g pw a5 
Soi gt pe Gp pt IT Gr! 
Og dibs ope pee Co IT 
18 
Sometimes in the front row of the battle one must be. 
Sometimes behind the sufferers [of love] one must be. 
This work will not come to an end perfunctorily. 


It is a tremendous work. A [real] man one must be. 
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Since no one cares for you even as little as the tip of a hair, 
Who on earth would feel your grief like yourself? 
O you, who are left behind on the road, 
You are not aware what is lost from you with every breath! 
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If you want to be in control of your time, 
Be not offended and shout not when you are suffering. 


If both worlds become turbulent like a sea, 
Remain calm, and trade not your peace for both worlds. 
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If you want to be free from anxiety and misery, 
And be rid of impudence and restlessness, 
Stop taking so much possession of yourself. 
Put your affairs in His trust and be free. 
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I said, “I gave my heart and soul over your affair, 
“And sacrificed whatever I had for you.” 
He said, “Who are you to do or not to do? 
“It was J who made you restless.” 
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In each object, you manifest a different beauty. 
In each facet of your beauty, there is a different state. 


Each imperfect one has a different perfection from you. 
Each lover has a different union with you. 
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The nine heavens are wandering for you, you know it. 
Bewildered, they are turning around your threshold. 
You are the sun, yet hidden in the center of the spirit. 
Who has seen such a hidden sun? 
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For long I have had your thought in my head, 
And a heart bleeding from love in my breast. 
In your way, I have not just one faith and one method. 
Every moment I have a different faith in you. 
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Last night he said, “O you who suffer for me day and night, 
“You will never be my companion as long as you are you. 


“Tam the sun, and you are a shadow on earth. 
“Unless you are annihilated, you will not be my confidant.” 
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Last night he came up and said, “ Do not go after honor. 
“Seek humility, and do not walk proudly any longer. 
“Know that you are my shadow and rejoice. 
“Wherever I go, do not stop following me.” 
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Yesterday he said, “Where did you go? Must it be so? 
“You separated yourself from your friend. Must it be so? 
“Just because you fell away from me for a couple of days, 
“You became a stranger to me. Must it be so?” 
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A thousand monarchies your love is worth. 
From the earth to the sky your union is worth. 


With a face so beautiful as yours, 
In all fairness, whatever you want is worth. 
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If I am to be killed, I shall be killed in your name. 
If I am to be anyone’s slave, I shall be your slave. 
Since I cannot reach the snare of your tress, 
It is better that you capture me in your snare. 
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You are so enamored of yourself that 
You do not pay attention to your lover for an moment. 
I have become like a harp with my bent back, 
Hoping that you play me, like a harp, for a moment. 
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A lover is detached from all the work of the world. 
Having given up both worlds, he is a real man. 


His heart is always warm and his breath cold. 
He is full of pain [of love] from head to foot. 
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The Beloved does not want any eminence from you. 
He wants amazement and astonishment from you. 
How can I be an ascetic wearing a lion cloth 
If the Friend wants me to be a calender? 
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My heart is bleeding, bring wine, O Saqi. 
For the affair of this world is brief and a trap, O Saqi. 
Bring wine, for my life passed! 
A few more days, and all is over, O Saqi. 
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On the cheek of the rose, the Noruz dew is pleasant. 
In the garden and grove, a mirthful countenance is pleasant. 


Of yesterday that passed whatever you say is not pleasant. 
Be happy. Speak not of yesterday, for today is pleasant. 
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SAqi, bring pure moming wine, 
And give it to the drunkards of the night. 
We are drunk and ruined in the tavern of annihilation. 
Announce this news to the ruined world. 
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Everyday I intend to repent at night, 
To repent of drinking successive brimful cups. 
Now that the rose-petals began to bloom, I cannot. 
O Lord, I repent of repentance in the season of the rose. 
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Moonlight has fallen in the rose-garden tonight. 
The rose has tumed its face toward the orchard tonight. 


Give the rosy wine, for sleep is not possible 
With the nightingale’s busyness tonight. 
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We have gathered in the tavern tonight, 
Listening to the minstrels’ music. 
Detached from both worlds, we are now happily sitting 
With our beloved, wine, and candle tonight. 
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O you, without whom my lament has gone to the sky, 
Not a moment can I rest away from you. 
You are my candle. Come and burn me. 
For the moment you do not bur me, I die without you. 
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So much did I burn from longing, O elegant candle, 
That I am still aflame by you, like a candle. 


To make a long story short, I cannot describe 
The longings of my heart except during long nights. 
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I will not trade dervishhood for anything. 
I will not trade this kingdom for the whole universe. 
Since I have health, security, and joy of knowledge, 
I will not trade my solitude for monarchy. 
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My words are sometimes written with a lot of madness, 
And sometimes with complete rationality. 
If the writers are scholars, they inscribe them with gold; 
And if desperate lovers, they write them with blood. 
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The wisdom that perfection in madness sees 
The foundation of being dust and blood sees. 
The eye that both worlds within sees 
A handful of veins and bones without sees. 
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I was a bird, flown in from the world of mystery, 
Hoping to carry a prey from nadir to zenith. 
Because I did not find anyone to confide my secret, 
I went out from the same door I came in. 
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As long as I live, I shall move like the sky 
And speak of longing for his union. 
I seek that which no one has found. 
And I search that which I have not lost. 
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You neither help this helpless lover 
Nor sympathize with this sympathetic heart. 


Supposing that you do not come out of the veil, 
Why should you tear this veil of lovers? 
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Mahasati Ganjei 
(12th century C.E.) 
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Those who have desired the elegant love 
Have soaked their prayer-rugs in blood every midnight. 
Have you not heard that lovers have pitched 
The tent of love beyond the seven tuning heavens? 
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What does the night know how lovers suffer 
And how they sip poison from the cup of calamity? 


If they conceal their secret, grief will kill them. 
And if they reveal it, people will kill them. 
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In the way of love, one must risk one’s life 
And turn the peace of the heart upside down. 
And then, having seen no sign of the beloved’s satisfaction, 
One must pass from this world with a suffering heart. 
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So much that your tress coos with your face, 
I fear I may start blasphemy from envy. 
O elegant one, I shall bow to that wind 
Which can remove your tress from your face. 
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I have a body with an ecstatic heart inside, 
And a soul with a thousand flames inside. 
And in longing for your face day and night, 
I have an eye with a thousand streams inside. 
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The nights I lovingly slept with you are all gone. 
You went away and whatever I told you is all gone. 


You were the peace of my heart and companion of my soul. 
You went away and whatever I spoke to you is all gone. 
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Beyond dry lips and wet eyes my affair passed. 
Through my heart and soul your arrow of cruelty passed. 
The fire of love seemed like a shallow water to me; 
But when I stepped in, over my head it passed. 
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When these ruby-color tears drip from my eyes, 
From the stone’s heart and the sky’s eye water drips. 


When my eyes cut off from you, they bled. 
Obviously from what is cut blood drips. 
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Any knife he takes off his victim, 
He puts between his sweet lips and teeth. 
And if he puts back the knife on his victim’s throat, 
The joy of his lips gives another life to his victim. 
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Last night in the orchard, grieving and moaning, 
I was walking and shedding tears on my body. 
The red rose came up and tore her skirt, _ 
And tainted her whole shirt with my tears. 
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If the day before yesterday the wind raised the helmet 
Of the narcissus, yesterday it threw down the violet’s armor. 


Today it drew the lily-of-the-valley’s sword out of water. 
Tomorrow it will make a shield from the fire of the rose. 
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Every moment a sorrow from you to a needy one comes. 
An arrow of cruelty from you to a sufferer comes. 
Make no more effort in killing your lovers. 


Beware, lest a harm [from them] to you comes. 
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In the tavern, salutations before an idol is good. 
Incantation with a heavy goblet is good. 
The rosary of the pretentious worshipper is not good. 
In the tavern, a Magian girdle is good. 
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The sea of tears is my eyes full of sorrow 
The burden a mountain cannot bear is my sorrow. 


Life precious passed in desire for a companion. 
I desire for a companion, and my companion is sorrow. 
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My heart is the place of your sorrow, lonely as it is. 
The rose is the servant of your face, any color it is. 
The water that flows from my eyes every night turns, 
Except the stone of your heart, every millstone there is. 
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Since my heart became a king in the world of love, 
It was liberated from disbelief and released from belief. 
I saw my se/fas an obstacle in my way. 
When I came out of my se/f, the way opened for me. 
\V 
dal jb 93 Jlo> 09; loge 
wel jb 95 flog ont arts 
le 9 shed aslo y uid oS 95 
sal 5h 95 JL SS Eye Gl 
17 
The one stricken by your beauty has come back. 
The one thirsty for your union has come back. 


Renew the cage and strew some seed of kindness. 
For the wing-broken bird of yours has come back. 


164 <> A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiyde 


\A 
D5 oe ph Cee 9 SSF ee 
D5 st st 954 J 
el se ke 39 Gaby 93 Cal} 
Dye gt pe Cet Sy 43d ro 
18 
As your Turkish eyes awake drunkenly, 
Frenzy from wine and wine-worshipers arises. 
And as you sit up and let your hair dance in the air; 
By one sitting, a hundred riots arise. 
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May the cheers of the rends fill the taverns all the time! 
May that fire catch on the skirts of austerity and asceticism! 
May that patched frock and that blue woolen cloak 
Fall under the feet of a dreg-drainer! 
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Unless your hyacinth spread ambergris, 
The morning wind will not open its musk-bag. 
If the hundred-year-old ascetic sees your hand, 
Blame me if he ever practices asceticism again. 
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Prostration with many gods in the heart, what good is it? 
Antidote after the poison reaches the heart, what good is it? 
To appear virtuous among the people 
And have a clean garment on a dirty self, what good is it? 
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Ceaselessly from both eyes, my tears are coming. 
For you, who have ceased to love, they are coming. 
Beware that you have respect for my tears. 
For from the Ka’ba of my heart, this caravan is coming. 
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Since I saw your eyes by my own eyes, 
Far from your eyes, sleep escaped from my eyes. 


O you, whose eyes brighten the sight of everyone’s eyes, 
Never again did my eyes see other eyes like your eyes. 
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My dear, you should not rain tears from your eyes in vain. 
My grief is enough, you should not grieve your heart. 
You are a beloved. Weeping is not your work. 
I am a desperate lover. Leave my work to me. 
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The bazaar of my heart is happy with your trade. 
The chess of my longing is happy with your beautiful rook. 
You always put me in the square of the checkmate. 
O Soul of the World, who is happy with a checkmate? 
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The eye, whose work was seeing you, 
Is now perishing in tears. Let it not! 
And the heart, whose business was only with you, 
Is now in the loop of your tress. Be good to her! 
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Get up and come! I have decorated my chamber 
And have spread a beautiful mat for you. 
Join me for wine and kebab, both of which 


I have made from the eye and the heart for you. 
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I am a dervish in the street of the tavern. 
Give me charity from that vat of wine. 
I am a Sufi’s child, but not an infidel. 
I am my own servant and no one’s master. 
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To be a frequenter of taverns, a calender, and a lover, 
To be in the assembly of amiable rends, 


And to be notorious before the creation and the creator 
Is better than to be in the cloak of a hypocrite. 
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O you, whose face has shamed the fairy and the houn, 
And from which the sun has borrowed light, 
In desire for your face and far from it, 
I have a thousand teardrops on my face today. 
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The cloud that rains blood is your sorrow. 
The poison that has no antidote is your sorrow. 
That which deprives a thousand grief-stricken ones 
Of their hearts and souls every moment is your sorrow. 
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The cloud which sprinkles raindrops is your sorrow. 
In its wonderwork, like you is your sorrow. 


Although your sorrow puts me on fire, 
I would be sad if I were left without your sorrow. 
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Since preexistence my heart has been the nest of your love. 
For all eternity my soul has been the dwelling of your love. 
I love my soul and my heart, for my heart has your brand 


And my soul the sign of your love. 
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If I had a thousand lives, so to speak, 
I would place them all before you. 
You asked me if I had the heart for separation. 
If I had a heart, I would have the heart for it. 
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If blood did not flow from my eyes, 
I could hide your secret from my weary heart. 


And if my breath was not cold and my face sallow, 
I would hide your secret from my heart and even my soul. 
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So much blood that you shed with those bloodthirsty eyes, 
And so many hearts that you lead astray by those tresses, 


May God cast some mercy in your heart, 
So that perhaps you redress your wretched lovers. 
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Abulfazl Rashiduddin Maybadi 
(12th century C.E.) 


1 

Draw an arrow from your quiver in my name 

And pull it hard with the bow of love. 

If you want any target, here is my heart and soul. 

A powerful strike from you and a happy sigh from me. 
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The roses I picked from your garden of union, 
All turned into thorns in my eyes. 
The pearls I stole from the nectar of your lips, 
All poured down from my eyes. 
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O moon, you came out shining brightly, 
And moved about in your sky elegantly. 
When you found you had become equal to my soul, 
You went down and hid yourself suddenly. 
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Fortune will come from the door of my house one day. 
The sun of my happiness will come out one day. 
A glance from you will come to me one day. 
This sorrow of mine will also come to an end one day. 
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In the beginning, when my love for my sweetheart was new, 
My neighbors could not sleep from my laments at night. 
Now that my love has increased, my laments are few. 
For the smoke goes down when the fire has caught. 
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On the branch of joy, we are your nightingales. 
Our hearts are attached to your song and tale. 


Do not lose us, for we are your subjects. 
Forgive our sins, for we are drunk by you. 
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Khaqfni Shervani 
(d. 1199 C.E.) 


] 
Like the eyes of Khosrow, my luck is full of sleep. 
Like the lips of Shirin, my eyes are full of water. 
Like the soul of Majnun, my body is full of pain. 
Like the tress of Layli, my soul is full of curls. 
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The love that brought my sighs out is this. 
I am drinking blood, and what suits love is this. 


I do not mind that I have pain. 
The mind can not attain to you, the pain ts this. 
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The bird that sings the song of pain is love. 

The courier who knows the tongue of the Unseen is love. 

The existence that calls you to nonexistence is love. 

And that which redeems you from you is love. 
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Receive this heart which is distraught for you. 
Pick up the prey which is shot down by you. 
Whether you leave alive or kill Khaq@ni, 
Who has a hundred uncommitted sins, he is bonded to you. 
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Do you know what I benefitted of this world? Nothing. 
And what I gained from the days of life? Nothing. 


I am a candle of wisdom; but when extinguished, nothing. 
I am the cup of Jamshid; but when broken, nothing. 
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Being is nothing, and living is also nothing. 
This house with this ancient carpet is also nothing. 
The cash and credit of each person is youth. 


None the less, the youth itself is nothing. 
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Everyday heaven resumes its rancor against me, 
And makes me more helpless in the hands of the lowly. 
It favors the lowly people in everything. 
I should become lowly, too, hoping that it favor me. 
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Heaven’s cruelty to Khaq4ni will be justified 
If the bird of his heart is released from this cage. 


The heart begins to dance as it cries out, 
Recalling the Primordial Pact in his outcry. 
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Once in a while, the world becomes fed up with the lowly, 
And an enlightened spirit descends from the heaven. 
Khaqfni, search not such a spirit in this period. 
And do not wait on the road, for the caravan comes late. 
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Whether he treats me well or badly, it is up to him. 
Whether he forgives or punishes me, it is up to him. 
I will not waver in my fidelity as long as I live. 
This is my intention. Whatever his be, it is up to him. 
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A hundred times, existence was sifted 
Before a form like you was created. 


Praised be God! From head to toe, 
You were cast in the mold of my desire. 
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The morning stole the black banner of the night, my darling. 
Get up and bring the morning wine soon. 
Remove the sleep from your reddened eyes. 
Get up, for you have a long sleep ahead. 
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This chain they fastened to my heart now 
Is a tunnel they dug into a house of blood. 
What is a heart robbed of patience? 
What is a tent robbed of its poles? 
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O moon, it is night, compose the tune of union. 
And you, heavens, do not tear Khaqani’s veil open. 


O night, keep the door of the morning closed. 
And you, morning, throw the day’s key in the well. 


178 < A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiyac 


\d 
Pld Bo lanl jo aS 65g 
pyld dou Glas ,9 aF Jb oly 
yl Glo dat ae Ole 5 it 
Pyld wo Glee 9 4F wat ol 
15 
The fire which cannot be contained in the sky, I have. 
The lament which cannot be contained in the mouth, I have. 
You asked me, “What in the world is your grief anyway?” 
The grief which cannot be contained in the world, I have. 
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I see the image of your face in my dream. 
I wake up and interpret that I will be with you. 
If you want both worlds, my heart, my soul and body; 
I will give up forever the two and the three for you. 
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O you, whose sorrow has broken my heart to pieces, 
And has made delight and pleasure strangers to my heart, 


Who am I to complain of your sorrow? For your sorrow 
Has rendered the lions of the world, like foxes, helpless. 
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Ruzbehan Bagli Shirazi 
(d. 1210 CE.) 
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When shall I be able to take hold of your tress-tip, 
And give a hundred kisses to those rosy cheeks, 
And put all the love and desire of the others in a bottle 
And knock it on the rock before you, my beloved? 
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I travelled the world in search of the cup of Jamshid. 
I did not rest any day nor slept any night. 


When I heard my master describe the cup of Jamshid, 
I realized I was myself that world-viewing cup of Jamshid. 
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Yesterday I polished my mirror, 
Made it bright and placed it before myself. 
I saw so many faults of my own in the mirror 


That I forgot other people’s faults completely. 
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As long as I possess the wealth of union, 
The world is all according to my wish. 
As long as my cup is full of wine from my beloved’s lips, 
The road of eternity is only two steps long for me. 
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If you put a twist in that inverted tress, 
You will throw ascetics out of monasteries. 


And if you cast the reflection of your face in Rome, 
You will throw the idols down in prostration. 
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The eye has its sun from your beautiful face. 
Beauty has its radiance by the power of your face. 
. My poor, frenzied, and wandering heart 
Has its support from the curls of your tress. 
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As long as you are casting the shade of musk on the rose, 
Many hearts are being consumed with the pain of love. 
As long as you are the ghdlia of the jasmine and the rose, 
My heart and soul are being deprived of patience. 
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Riding with the host of lovers, O what a pleasure! 
Riding slowly along the beloveds, O what a pleasure! 


And when together with the beloved, wine and roses 
And the drunk narcissus by the stream, O what a pleasure! 
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If you sit by yourself without yourself for a moment, 
You will abstain from anything that is not Him. 
In anything you exercise your reason, you will find Him. 


And in anything you meditate about, you will see Him. 
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The rose in the orchard was humbled before your face 
And drunkards felt helpless before your bloodthirsty eyes. 


Your twin tresses have fallen in the hands of this your slave. 
Beware! Take not your hair out of the hands of the drunk. 
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Shahabuddin Sohrvardi 
(d. 1189 CE.) 
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Beware, lest you should lose the thread of your intellect! 
Lest you should lose yourself for the sake of good and bad. 
You are the traveler, the road, and the destination. 
Beware, lest you should lose your way to yourself! 
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Today in this tight cage of being, ashamed of existence, 
I am in need of the scent of nonexistence. 
Where is the varnish of grace to clear for a moment 
From the mirror of my reality the rust of existence? 
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Whenever you look at someone sensuously, 
You are bound to make improper motions. 
If you step on the head of your sensuality, 
Everywhere every beauty will fall at your feet. 
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The origin of the gem of love is a different mine. 
The lovers’ home is in a different world. 
The bird that feeds on the seed of longing for love, 
Outside this world and the next, has a different nest. 
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My darling, you always give me false promises. 
You give me a fatal drink from the cup of sugar. 


How long shall I suffer from your cruelty? 
Is it not time you gave me a little encouragement? 
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In the street of the tavern, there are many men 
Who learn lessons from the tablet of existence. 


Beyond the odds and ends of the secrets of heaven, 
They know many marvels but do not show them. 
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Zahir Faryabi 
(d. 1202 CE.) 
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Let not a single moment of your life 

In any way but joyfully pass! 

The substance of your reign in this world is your life, 
Which will pass as you make it pass. 
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I asked the rose, “Why does the cloud weep?” 
“It is not in mourning, why does it weep?” 
“To tell the truth,” replied the rose, 
“It weeps for my [short] life and your era.” 
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O night, your feet are not chained by her tress, 
Why are you then dallying so long? 
O morning, you are a desperate lover like me. 
It is enough that I cry. At least, you do smile! 
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All the means of enjoyment have I. 
Wine from the eyes and kebab from the heart have I. 


Any corner I sit, from the plenitude of tears, 
A stream of water in my sight have I. 
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O candle, you are like a Sufi, as it were. 
For you have the six qualities of the purified people: 
Nocturnal wakefulness, lustrous cheeks, golden face, 
Fiery heart, tearful eyes, and vigilance. 
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O spring wind, bring the scent of the rose-garden. 
And you, drunk nightingale, bring a doleful melody! 
O nightingale, if you want to reign in the meadow, 
Bring an unconditional permit from the beloved. 
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I have a body, an intoxicated heart in it. 
I have a soul, a thousand flames in it. 
Yearning for your face, day and night, 
I have an eye, a thousand streams in it. 
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Give me the pure ruby wine, of the color of the tulip. 
Let the pure blood flow from the bottle’s throat. 
For today, except the bowl of wine, 


I have no friend whose inside is pure. 
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Neither the strength to complain of you have I, 
Nor the power to hide my heart’s pain have I. 
My heart is so filled with sorrow that, like a rose-bud, 


A desire for blooming have I. 
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The wind came and poured flowers on the drinkers’ heads. 
The beloved came and poured wine in the lovers’ cups. 
That fresh ambergris stole the perfume-dealers’ market. 
And this drunk narcissus put the sober ones to shame. 
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My heart has pitched the tent of sorrow in real fire. 
My blood-stained tears have cut the road of sleep. 


Behold this contrivance which my heart has brought forth! 
Behold this design which my eyes have drawn in water! 
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Aynulqozat Hamadani 
(d. 1131 C.E.) 
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In the path of love there must be a gain, but there is not. 
In the sea of hope there must be a shore, but there is not. 
You told me things would become better with patience. 

To have patience there must be a heart, but there is not. 
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Last night that I was secretly with you, my sweetheart, 
Evening prayers blossomed from my breath in the morning. 
And tonight that I am coupled with your separation’s grief, 
It seems as if the sky is dead and the sun sleeping. 
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If there is a sign of our beloved in the idol-temple, 
It is against reason to go to circumambulate Ka’ba. 
If Ka’ba lacks his scent, it is an idol-temple. 
If the idol-temple possesses his scent, it is our Ka’ba. 
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Suddenly from the door came that drunk heart-ravisher. 
She drank a cup of ruby wine and sat. 
In order to see and catch her curved tress, 
My face became all eyes and my eyes all hands. 
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Last night my sweetheart took me in her arms, 
Held me tightly and forced a ring on my ear. 
I said, “I am boisterous with your love, my darling.” 
She put her lips upon my lips and made me silent. 
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When your face became the lovers’ kebla in the world, 
All idols and idol-makers tumed their faces toward you. 
When the monk saw the polo-stick of your tress-tip, 
He repented and became a polo-ball before you. 
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You took my heart with one glance, take my soul, too. 
You took my heart and soul, take my name and fame, too. 


If any trace from me has remained in the world, 
Make no delay, take that one, too. 
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Do not worry about yourself very much. 
Take your eyes off the dust and look away from it! 
Since your kebla is your beloved’s face, 
Go prostrate [before him] and fear no one. 
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I will set fire to this creed and religion, 
And put your love in place of the religion. 
How long should I hide your love in my heart? 
My goal is you, not a creed or religion. 
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O my idol, no more space remained in my body, 
Which was not filled with your love from fore and aft. 


If I intend to cut my vein open, 
I fear the lancet will run into your love. 
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What road did I take to come here, O heart, 
That I may trace it back? For it was all mistake, O heart. 
There are a thousand traps in every step, O heart. 


Love is forbidden to the unmanly ones, O heart. 
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What we have written must be erased. 
What we have hoisted must be lowered. 
What we have thought is an illusion. 
Alas, the life we have lived is wasted. 
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So much suffered I from the love of a moon-faced one 
That I lost her in the middle of my suffering. 


Now I am free from her union and disunion. 
Where is love and where the beloved? Whom did I nurture? 
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One day I walked into your street 
And was suddenly charmed by your beauty. 
Be kind to me. For following your scent, 
I have been searching for you day and night. 
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O you who explore the world all the time, 
What good is this struggle for you, tell me? 
What you are seeking a sign of is already with you. 
Yet, you are searching for it somewhere else. 
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I saw an old man drowing in love, 
Whose tears had made a whirlpool for him. 


I asked him, “What is this weeping for?” 
He said, “For a beloved who is hard to find.” 
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In love, if you are annihilated, you will exist. 
In reason, if you exist, you will go down. 


Behold this wonder how the wine of love 
Makes you sober when you are drunk! 
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Ohaduddin Anvari 
(d. 1187 CE.) 
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O separation, is there no end for you? 

O promise of union, is there no end for you? 
O love, you killed me with many laments, 

Is there no other talent for you? 
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Neither patience seats me in a comer, 
Nor reason gives me my heart’s desire. 
Since my beloved drives me away from himself, 
Where is death that could free me from this [pain]? 
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I am tired of that poetry which was fluent like water. 
I have no more relish for that wine which was pure like fire. 
O heart, turn away from the beautiful youths, too. 


There is a work beyond poetry, wine, and the youth. 
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The time passed, O lustrous pearl, 
When my response to your swearing was, “Go on!” 


From now on, you will not even dream of it, my dear. 
Your cold words poured water on my fire. 
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Many nights spent I desiring for you till morning. 
Many happy days spent I in union with your lips. 
You went away, and now day and night I say this: 


“O day of the beloved’s union, may your night be good.” 
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In your street, nothing has worked out for me. 
Time is intent upon taking revenge of me. 
When I am gone, will it ever occur to your heart: 
When did that lover go? How is he? And where is he? 
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On the first day of our union, my heart’s resolution was: 
I am going to spend the rest of my life with you. 


How could I know after that right resolution 
I would be seeking that day in my dreams at night? 
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When my heart nestled in the curve of that fragrant tress, 
My soul said, “The heart is freed from this house of woes. 
“T will also go after the heart, whatever might happen.” 


Poor soul broke its leg as it reached the lip. 
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Like your beauty, my suffering is known to the world. 
Like your tress-tip, my affairs are upside down. 
While longing for you, I have seen many cruelties. 
Not seeing you is worse than anything I have seen. 
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My heart is steadfast in her promise. 
My soul is occupied with longing for you. 
The desire for both worlds left my heart. 
But the desire for you is firm as ever. 
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Although my heart bleeds from the pain of separation, 
My joy exceeds my suffering in longing for you. 
I think about it every night and ask myself, O Lord, 
If her separation is like this, how will her union be? 
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If I do not explain how I am, 
Or how my suffering increases daily because of you, 
It is as clear to everyone as the daylight 
How my heart bleeds in spite of these smiling lips! 
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The love that lasts a lifetime is this. 
The pain that is going to kill me is this. 
The problem whose solution no one knows is this. 
And the night that will not take me to the day is this. 
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My love forgot her promise to me and went away. 
She threw her loyalty to the wind and went away. 
She tied my feet cunningly, and herself freely went away. 
She set fire on me, and herself like the wind went away. 
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That idol who was, in all fairness, beautiful is now gone. 
She who was houn-like and angel-natured is now gone. 
She had all the comfort of my life which she took away. 
She who was the adornment of my soul is now gone. 
\y 
HS p Spy ogee wld ge pJo 
M3 yp 997d 0 poss! po cleat 
dp 995 g del Crs pd Ce 
5 72 999 9% 995 Hl Ge GH 
16 
My beloved stole my heart coyly and went away. 
She added to my sorrows with her glance and went away. 


She came too late, and too soon she went away. 
She set fire on me, and like smoke she went away. 
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I, who have an eternal love with you, 
Have one love but a thousand favors from you. 
If you do not live with me, my darling, 
Tell me what kind of life I have without you! 
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After I lead my day cunningly to the dark night, 
I look back and I am thankful. 
Behold, how life makes my heart bleed 
I am grateful for the day that has passed! 
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Since I do not have the face to look at your face, 
I walk through your street anyway. 


Longing for your face, I rub on my eyes the dust 
Which has sat on my skirt from your street. 


202 <& A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiyat 


Y- 
PF ES,5 59) ym 95 jIT 50 
Pw > Glu ls cleat 
SP 59S Ce wee 59) 
Pl} rots ote AT dae ye 
20 
Everyday I am more involved with your affair 
And more prepared to bear your sorrows. 
Everyday you are more beautiful in my eyes. 
The more I see you, the more desperate I am. 
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I am the plaything of the sky’s rotation, what shall I do? 
I am bewildered by the world’s revolution, what shall I do? 
Whatever I do, I regret it later. 
In order to know what I should do, what shall I do? 
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Even if I sit in the fire of your separation all my life, 
I will not trade your door’s dust for anything. 


I smell only the scent of your tress in the breeze, 
And see only the image of your face in the water. 
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I will not give my heart easily to anyone but you. 
I will not sell cheap what I have bought expensive. 
I will give a hundred lives for the desire of my heart. 
I won’t trade the heart that desires you for a hundred souls. 
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O heart, spend not your life like the ignorant people. 
Do not sit secure from the fleeting time. 


You are not an exception. Time will do with you 
What it has done and is doing with the others. 
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Fakhr Razi 
(d. 1210 C.E.) 
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O heart, if you clean yourself of the dust of ignorance, 
You are a free spirit. You will rise to the heavens. 
The empyrean is your seat. Are you not ashamed 
You have come and sat in the field of dust? 
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I fear dying before seeing the world of spirit. 
I fear going out of the world before seeing the world. 


How can I go from the physical world to the spiritual world 
Without seeing the world of spirit in the world of the body? 
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You lay a thousand traps in my way and say: 
“T will kill you if you step in any of them!” 
Not a bit of land is empty of your traps. 


You capture me, kill me, and call me a sinner! 
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I am tired of the uncouth music of being, 
Of this loud and untuned scale of being. 
I will prostrate before nonbeing a hundred times 
If my name is redeemed from the infamy of being. 

(a) 
wm se HEL WIS 5 po jl ai 
mF se Joe Ghali 5 p54 

Bj pel ge AT Cement AF 5 pew y5 
mF ose Jj! p> abla 5! 
5 
I do not fear the shortcomings of my deeds, 
Nor do I fear the deficiencies of my acts. 


I do not fear my sins, for they can be forgiven. 
I fear the precedence of the Primordial Command. 
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Wherever a trace of your love has fallen, 
There a lover in a passage has fallen. 
When can one attain to your union in a place 


Where at every step someone’s head has fallen? 
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I am not the one who is afraid of nonbeing. 
That half is more pleasant to me than this one. 
I have a soul lent to me by God. 
I will yield it when the time for surrender comes. 
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Try to be a dervish and do not turn your face to the king. 
Do not deprive yourself of the garment of poverty. 


It is better to go into a snake’s mouth than seek possessions! 
It is better to live in a well than seek luxury! 
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The essence of my reason is not fit to prove your existence. 
My soul’s comfort is only in communion with you. 


How can I realize your essence by being objective? 
Your essence is known to your essence only. 
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Abulhasan Talhe 
(12th century C.E.) 


1 2 

My heart, which had the key to every joy’s treasury 
And was mighty masterly in every skill, 

Became your slave and did not seem 

It had ever had any sign of freedom. 
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When patience ran out, what good is your message? 
When life finished, what good is your greeting and inquiry? 
Now that in the fire of your separation, O soul of the world, 
My heart is consumed, what good is your vain promise? 
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In your love, never did my heart recall another, 
Nor did my eyes see a sign of fidelity from another. 
Although it saw cruelty from you and good from another, 
It preferred to be saddened by you than rejoiced by another. 
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The faster you run toward the door of love, 
The sooner you are struck by the sword of love. 
These words are written in the book of love: 
He who heads toward love does not love his head. 
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My heart was lost in your street the first day. 
Today I am sure it is in your hands. 
From now on, with a broken spirit but sound determination, 
I shall be looking for you and my heart as long as I live. 
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There is no joy for me like your sorrow in this world. 
The air I do not breathe in your sorrow is not a breath. 
He who sorrowed for you has no sorrow. 
For your sorrow is not less good than any happiness. 
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“Did I hear it right,” asked my beloved, 
“That you wanted your heart back from me? 


“Supposing your heart is in my tress, 
“Ts it not true that my tress is in your hand?” 


210 & A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiyaéc 


(5 p08 6 pre F°¥) 


\ 
slo 5 be 9b pir piad 
shan 515 pol 9 GE WS 

15 Cone fled Cp jl a Lat 
dbo Culas CaF Clog pial 


Nezami Ganjavi 
(d. 1208 C.E.) 
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“May that my words have some value with you,” said I, 
“And may that God give me some patience in love.” 
“What is this prayer for?” asked he. “Your union,” said I. 
‘May that God give it to you,” said he. 
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If I sigh, who is going to help me? 
If I be patient, not much life is left for me. 


Every moment I breathe in your memory. 
May God make no one so eager for another. 
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Since there is no hope for life from dusk to dawn, 
One must sow only the seed of goodness. 
Since this world will not remain for anyone, 
One must, at least, be kind to his friends. 
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Miserable is a heart that has no beloved. 
It is difficult to be without a friend or a beloved. 
These few moments which you can never find again, 
If you have a heart, do not be without a beloved. 
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Of all things that man consumes, wine is the best. 
In idol-temples, pure wine is the best. 
Since this world is in ruins with no sound place therein, 
To be ruined (drunk) in the ruins is the best. 
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Since I tasted the wine of love in your sorrow, 
Any pain you may think of I have suffered in your sorrow. 


To make a long story short, I died in your sorrow. 
It is better I say nothing of what I have seen in your sorrow. 
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Rashid Vatvat 
(d. 1178 C.E.) 
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In the love of my beloved, like a cloud I am crying. 

And my beloved, like a lightning, is laughing at my crying. 
She is the spring of beauty, and a spring is not devoid 

Of the laughter of the lightning and the crying of the cloud. 
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I smell your scent from the wind and become unconscious. 
I hear your name from the people and become intoxicated. 
You are my first word when I begin to speak, 
And my only thought when I am silent. 
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Many a night I have raised both my hands in prayer. 
Many a day I have kept my eyes on your road. 


If I ever was conscious of myself without you, 
Let me have no consciousness of the self the rest of my life. 
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Majduddin Baghdadi 
(d. 1211 CE.) 


1 
O you who are the transcription of God’s scripture 
And the mirror of his majestic beauty, 
Whatever exists in the world is not outside you. 
Seek in yourself anything you want, for you are that. 
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For every strand of your hair, there are a thousand aspirers. 
It remains to be seen who will have access to you. 


He who found you, found a great fortune. 
And to him who didn’t, the pain of not finding is enough. 
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Your love took the heart from me, and the world, too. 
And the reason, which did not really exist, my laments took. 
I said, “Faith exists if the heart and world do not.” 


The flood of destiny came and took away that one, too. 
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Those who live at your presence do not die. 
How can they, since they live by your spirit? 
One cannot live by the water of life 
The way your lovers do by the fire of love. 
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He who is free from bondage and devotion [to God] 
Is not saddened by grief nor rejoiced by joy. 


Out of the Divine Presence, which is the heart’s viewpoint, 
Into anything one fell, one is fallen. 
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Where is the heart that can reveal His secrets for a moment? 
Where is the ear that can hear His words for moment? 
The Beloved reveals His Face day and night. 
Where is the eye that can benefit from this sight? 
Y 
dow 5 I aSGi whl 4ilgso 
dF Pus 5 AF pw oon Gole 
SS pe wie pe jee b 
7 
He is not mad who is afraid of gold. 
He is not a lover who is afraid of the sword. 
How long should you frighten me of beheading me? 
Is the one who loves you afraid of losing his head? 
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I shall be diving in the ocean [of love]. 
Either I will drown or bring up a pearl. 


Your affair is a risk. I shall take it. 
I will redden either my cheek or my neck. 
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No one who belonged to you lost hope of your favor. 
He whom you favored became the eternal favorite. 
What particle did your favor join for a moment, 


Which did not become better than a thousand suns? 
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The moon, the sun, and the sky are aspiring for you. 
The cypress, the rose, and the jasmine are looking on you. 
Day and night, the holy spirits of the heaven 
Are the abecedarians of the board of your love. 
\\ 
LS p ps gf Glic ale 5 
nF IS 9 pw gb dogs Ed5, 
AS jail 95 IT py pas 9 
1] 
Unless man soil his head in your love, 
He cannot lift his head among your lovers. 


Unless man put his head over your affair, 
He cannot clear his affair with you. 
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Your beautiful face is the candle, I am the moth. 
The heart is related to your love’s pain, I am the stranger. 
The chain of your tress, which is on your neck, 


Throw on my neck, for I am the insane. 
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I placed your love inside my soul, 
And sealed it with your love’s pain. 
As long as my heart had not withdrawn from all the world, 
I did not speak with it about you. 
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Not a single arrow of cruelty that beautiful friend 
Missed to shoot at my heart for a hundred times! 


How amazing that any moment I repent of love, 
He puts me back to work with another loving look! 
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Raziuddin Nishaburi 
(d. 1202 CE.) 
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O candle, how long will you laugh by yourself in vain? 
How can you be like the fire in my heart? 
The fire that rises from the spirit is different from 
The one that you fasten to yourself with a string. 
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O Lord, if your love increased in me, 
How would my heart be by the end of this affair? 


Your love is like a mountain, one grain of which if placed, 
Not on a heart, but on a mountain, would turn it into blood. 
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The cruelty which comes to me from that unkind friend 

Exceeds anything I use to measure it. 

I have no complaint of anyone except myself. 


Because I follow my heart, this is what happens. 
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In order for you not to suspect that I see you rarely, 
I see you every moment without the trouble of looking. 
The pleasures, which I experience in longing for you, 
Cannot be explained or be contained in any description. 
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How long shall I walk on the road of your love’s pain? 
How long shall I wash my face with tears? 


And if they ask me, What I gained from the beloved, 
After all this struggle, what shall I say? 
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When the moming reminds me of your face, 
While shedding blood, my eyes cry out: 
O you fool, does anyone throw to the wind 
Such a friendship without any cause? 
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Every midnight the pain of your love wakes me up, 
And your thought does its work in my heart. 


What I am afraid of, my darling, is that one day 
The pain of my heart might engulf you, too, in such a night. 


Chapter Four 
13th Century C.E. 
7th Century Hejri 
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Jalaluddin Molavi Rumi 
(1208-1274 C.E.) 
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The heart that became worthy of the light of God 

Has its life replete with the secrets of God. 

Beware that you do not count my body like other bodies! 
For it has entirely turned to salt in the salt-marsh of God. 
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He who has closed the road of my sleep 
Wants my eyes to be wet with tears. 
He picked me up and threw me in the water, 
The water that sweetened my life. 
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O you who are like the singular sun, come! 
The garden plants are pale without your face, come! 
The world without you is ashes and dust, come! 


This assembly of joy is cold without you, come! 
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O friend, I am close to you in friendship. 
I am the ground wherever you step on. 


How could it be right in the creed of love 
That I see the world through you, but not see you? 
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O greenness of every tree, plant, and garden, 
O my wealth, fortune, pomp, and glory, 
O my solitude and music, my sincerity and pretence — 
All these are illusions without your presence, come! 
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In love, my horse walked out of nonbeing. 
My night is always bright with the wine of union. 
Of the wine, which is not forbidden in our religion, 
You will never see my lips dry. 
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I laid my heart on the passage of calamity. 
Especially for you I let loose of my heart. 


The wind brought me your scent today. 
In gratitude, I gave my heart to the wind. 


Jalaluddin Molavi Rumi + 25 


A 
Ve ogel> ot nS 4,55 5 
St AS pegal Bos g Jo 9 Ole 59 
|p egal pb Se a> yee 5 
8 
Since you separated from my arms, 
No one has seen me silent from crying. 
You are not forgotten from my heart, soul, and sight. 
For Heaven’s sake, forget me not! 
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When I am with you, I cannot sleep because of loving. 
When I am not with you, I cannot sleep because of crying. 
Glory be to God, I am awake both nights. 
Behold the difference between the two awakenments! 
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As long as the image of the Friend is with me, O heart, 
I am a sightseer all my life, O heart. 


O you who have plotted a design everywhere, 
Plot a design for me and come! 


26 << A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiydt 


\) 

I ye jlaes BaP Sys Gre p> 
Ve jel g Sl sig Ial si 
|p jIgl digo jf amane gle 


I pe jL yo Gre ol, JalS 5 
1] 
Except love there was no other companion for me. 
Neither the beginning, nor the first and last for me. 
The soul is calling on me from within me: 
O indolent of the road of love, lose me! 
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I should throw myself there cunningly, 
So that I see if that soul of the world is there. 
I will either lead my steps to my desired goal, 
Or lose my head, like my heart, there. 
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I have many agitations in my head because of wine, 
And many sweetnesses because of your lips’ sugar. 


O SAqi, since you secretly gave wine one cup after another, 
Now all the secrets will come to the open. 
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Someone’s hands made me clap my hands. 
They made me without prudence, intellect, and soul. 
In short, his heart revolutionized my heart, 


And shaped me in any form he wanted. 
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15 
May the lover be drunk and infamous all the year. 
May he be charmed, frenzied, and mad. 
While sober, we suffer for everything. 
When we get drunk, we let go of everything. 
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16 
Love is the road and the way of our prophet. 
Weare born from love. Love is our mother. 


O mother, you are concealed in our tent. 
You are hiding from our denying nature. 
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17 
I have not seen your rose-garden for a long time, 
Nor those languishing, drunken eyes of yours. 
You are absent from among the people, like fidelity. 


I have not seen your face for a long, long time. 
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18 
If you are seeking the Self, come out of your se/f. 
Leave the gutter and come toward the Oxus. 
Why do you carry the burden of the world, like a cow? 
Make a tumaround and rise above the world. 
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19 
This earthly body of ours is the light of heaven. 
Our nimbleness is the envy of the angels. 
Sometimes, angels envies our piety. 
Other times the devil escapes from our intrepidity. 
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20 

Desire the loaf which cannot be contained in the mouth. 

Seek the knowledge which cannot be contained in symbols. 

Seek the secret which is in the hearts of men of God, 

Wherein Gabriel cannot be admitted. 

Y\ 

we ply wl 0 gi b She a gl 
ere Ae 99 F arid tool F 
25 peitlg> Fay p jlo gle & 
ables gly 9! pe ble aly 

21 

You are the one who excites the angels. 

If man becomes enamoured of you, what wonder? 

I will be bound to you as long as I live, 

Whether you want me or not. 
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22 
Today, like everyday, I am drunk, so drunk. 
Do not open the door of thinking. Pick up the rebeck. 
He whose mehrdb is the Friend’s Face, 
Stands, bends, and prostrates in many prayers. 
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23 
One night, O moon-browed, like the moon, sleep not. 
Start whirling, and like the tuming sky, sleep not. 
Our awakenment is the light of the world. 
One night, you keep on the light, sleep not. 
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24 
This morning wind is the confidante of secrets, sleep not. 
It is time for entreaty and supplication, sleep not. 
This door, which never closes, is open, for all eternity, 
To the people of both worlds, sleep not. 
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25 
Our intoxication does not need any wine, 
Nor does our assembly’s joy depend on a harp and a rebec. 
Without a Saqi, a shahed, a minstrel, or a reed, 
Weare exultant and ecstatic like drunkards. 
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26 

Glory be to God, O brilliant pearl! 

Weare always contraries in everything. 

I am your luck that never falls asleep. 

You are my luck that never wakes from sleep. 
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27 
It became night. Oh, what a fire is burning in my breast! 
It looks like the beginning of the day. How strange! 
There is no day and night in the eye of love. 
This eye of love is an eye-blinder. How strange! 
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28 
Seek the knowledge that can untie your knot. 
Seek it before your soul leaves your body. 
Give up the nonbeing that looks like being. 
Seek the being that looks like nonbeing. 
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29 
The confidants of secrets are drunk tonight. 
They have privacy with the beloved tonight. 
O stranger existence, get out of the way! 
Having strangers around is a trouble tonight. 
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30 
He has peace who cares not for more or less, 
Who is not concerned about poverty or wealth. 
Free from the world’s sorrow and the world’s people, 
He has no relationship to himself at all. 
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31 
Those bitter words which are so heart-breaking, 
Be fair, are they proper from that mouth? 


Those sweet lips had never uttered a bitter word. 
This misfortune is due to my bad luck. 
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32 
That libral love was dashing toward the desert. 
My heart saw it and recognized it by its glory. 
My heart said, “If I am released from appearances, 
“T will fall in love with the face of love.” 
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33 
In my head, there is the determination for another work. 
My beautiful sweetheat is another beloved. 
By God, I am not content with love either. 
For me, after this autumn, there is another spring. 
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34 
In all fairness, love is benevolent. 
The problem is that nature is malevolent. 
You call your lust love. 
There is a long way from lust to love. 
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35 
O soul, do you know who your beloved is? 
And you, O heart, do you know who your guest is? 
O body, who are looking for a way desperately, 
He is pulling you toward himself. See, who your seeker is! 
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36 
O you, whose lovely face is the envy of the world’s beauties, 
And whose eyebrows are the kebla of the world’s ascetics, 
I denuded myself of all my attributes, 
So that I can plunge naked in your pleasant stream. 
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37 
O khdja, you are concerned about beauty and glory, 
And you think of gardens, meadows, and harvest-times. 


We are consumed in the world of unity, 
Our only thought is: There is no god but Allah. 
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38 
O seeker of the Truth, if you are determined on this road, 
And have the desire to reach the destination in your head, 
Do you know what the key of success of men of Truth is? 
It is the cheerful reciting of There is no god but Allah. 
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39 
O reason, go away! There is no wise person here. 
Even if you tum into a hair, there is no room for you here. 
It is daytime now, and any lamp lit at daytime 
Is but defamed before the flame of the sun. 
¥. 
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40 
O you, who have filled my heart with lilies and jasmines, 
Who has availed of your fortune as much as I have? 
To leave life and the universe is not hard. 
To leave your street is hard. 
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41 
All these wines without goblets, for whom are they? 
We have caught the bird, these snares for whom are they? 
Offered to lovers every moment, 


So much sugar, pistachios and almonds, for whom are they? 
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42 
This breast, full of flames, is the nurtured of his school. 
This illness of mine today is because of his fever. 
I shall abstain from all that the physician forbade, 
Except from the wine and sugar that come from his lips. 
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43 
This season is not spring. It is another season. 
The lovesickness of each eye is from a different union. 


Although all branches are dancing, 
The motion of each branch is from a different cause. 
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44 
This intoxication of mine is not from the red wine. 
This wine is found only in the goblet of love. 
You have come here to pour me wine. 
I am the one whose wine is not visible. 
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45 
All kinds of demerits can be attributed to me: 
Infamy, love, passion, and drunkenness. 
O Friend, since of all things you are my goal, 
Why complain? Because you are, they all are. 
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46 
The friend keeps the door of union closed to me. 
He loves to see my heart in pain broken. 
From now on I shall sit at his door heart-broken. 
For the friend loves the heart broken. 
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47 
Where is a more wretched person than an impatient lover? 
This love is a problem without any solution. 
The remedy of love’s pain is neither patience nor pretension. 
In a true love, there is neither fidelity nor cruelty. 
FA 
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48 
It is a shere mistake to walk with your eyes closed. 
But to rely on the eye is to invite disaster. 
How can you find the one who occupies no place 
In the monastery or the school by unreal means. 
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49 
He who agreed with the beloved was not deprived of love. 
He who got along with the buyer did not go bankrupt. 
The moon gained light because it did not avoid the night. 
The rose got along with the thom and gained its fragrance. 
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50 
When the effect of my pain became the cause of my remedy, 
My downs became ups and my disbelief faith. 
The body, the soul, and the heart were obstacles in the way. 
The body became heart, the heart soul, the soul the beloved. 
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As long as the image of that envy of the fairy is in my heart, 
Who on earth is as happy as I am? 
By God, I do not know how else but happily to live. 
I hear about sorrow, but I do not know what it is. 
oY 
Col odd lhe og) a> aT le 
Cal oS algo oy web aS slic 
cout ond dil og eS 5 Le ail og 
52 
The soul that was my companion has become a stranger. 
The reason that was my doctor has become insane. 


Kings bury their treasures in the ruins. 
Our ruins have become mins because of treasures. 
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53 
You are soul and the world. The world with you is good. 
If you inflict a wound, the wound of your spear is good. 
From your hand, dust is a mine of elixir itself. 
Whatever is not good, with you it is good. 
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54 
Your eyes are more bloodthirsty than time. 
The arrows of your eyelashes are sharper than spears. 
The secret you whispered in my ears, say it again. 
Because it is now harder for my ears to hear. 
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55 
The sun of your face is out of the sky; 
Like your beauty which is beyond description. 


Your love has its place inside my soul, 
Yet, strangely it is beyond the soul and the world! 
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56 
Our sun, our stars, and our full moon is he. 
Our garden, our home, our yard, and our seat is he. 
Our kebla, our fasting, and our patience is he. 
Our festival, our Ramazan, and our Night of Qadr is he. 
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57 
Rise, for the beloved got up in good health. 
Rise, for the compensation for love is over. 
Rise, for that delicate-figured got up to his feet. 
Rise, for the Resurrection began today. 
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58 
On the way of quest, the sane and insane are one. 
On the way of love, relatives and strangers are one. 


Whom the wine of the beloved’s union was given, 
In his religion, the Ka’ba and the idol-temple are one. 
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59 
Inside and out, that which is virtue or vice 
Exists by God’s command and is destined to be there. 
I keep striving, but Destiny says: 
“Beyond your power, something else is there.” 
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60 
Any trick I played in your love was in vain. 
Any heart-blood I drank without you was in vain. 
There is no remedy whatsoever for your pain. 
Who can cure me, for my pain is in vain? 
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61 
In love, where one drinks only the wine of eternity, 
Nothing leads to life but the surrendering of life. 


I said, ‘First I want to know you and then die.” 
He said, “He who knows me never dies.” 
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62 
In the assembly of lovers, there is a special order. 
This wine of love gives a special hangover. 
The knowledge, which was acquired in schools, 
Is something and love something else. 
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63 
To be a dervish and a lover at the same time is sultanate. 
The sorrow of love is a treasure which is hidden. 
I ruined the house of my heart with my own hands, 


Because I knew that a treasure is found in ruins. 
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64 
My heart in my chest is alive for the sake of your sorrow. 
Stranger to people but acquainted with your sorrow is. 


Your sorrow does a favor to my heart. Otherwise, 
How could my lonely heart be the place of your sorrow? 
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65 
My heart went to someone who is happy without me. 
Sorrow is not pleasant, but his sorrows are. 
He is asking for my life, but I hold it back a few days. 
Life is not important, but his request is good. 
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66 
The king who was the intercessor for every sin is gone. 
The night which was better than a thousand moons is gone. 
If he ever returns and finds out I am not here, tell him: 
“He, too, like you, was set for the road. So he is gone.” 
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67 
The sword of eternity is in the hands of men of God. 
The eternal ball is in the bend of the polo-stick of God. 


The body that comes lit like Mount Sinai, 
Seek your light from him, for he is the mine of God. 
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68 
Love came and, like blood, entered into my veins and skin. 
It made me empty and then filled me with the Friend. 
The Friend occupied all the parts of my being. 
Now there is only a name from me. The rest is all him. 
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69 
Why is your love so wise and skillful? 
Why is your kindness so delicately-founded? 
If love is not good, why do I bur in it? 
And if it is good, what is this much ado for? 
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70 
Reason came and began to counsel the lovers. 
He sat on the road and tried to cut off their way. 


Since he found no room for advice in their heads, 
He kissed their feet all and one and went his own way. 
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71 
All my life, my soul has been a selfless slave, 
Notorious among a world of men and women. 
It is not hard to give up life and the universe. 
What is hard is to leave your street. 
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72 
If the whole world were full of sorrow, 
He who held of love tightly would be without sorrow. 
See how one atom, which was persistent in love, 
Became the universe and contained all there is! 
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73 
If one is to be ashamed of this person and that, 
One must cover up people’s faults. 
But if one is to show the good and the bad, 
One must be iron-faced like a mirror. 
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74 
None exists who is not mad with a strong desire. 
None exists who does not have this thought in his mind. 
The source of this zeal, from which the strong desire arises, 


Is obviously That, but it is not visible. 
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75 
In addition to this language, I have another language. 
In addition to heaven and hell, I have another place. 
The free-spirited ones live with a special soul. 
Their genuine gems are from a different mine. 
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Where is the Beauty who is neither above nor below? 
Where is the Soul who is neither with us nor without us? 


Don’t say, He is here or there. Tell the truth, where is He? 
He is all the world, but the one who sees Him, where is he? 
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77 
A drunkard came in from the door and joined us. 
A chalice passed around from hand to hand. 
Suddenly it fell down and broke to pieces. 
How can a glass last among so many drunkards? 
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78 
Everyday my heart is weaker in its suffering for you, 
While your pitiless heart is more hateful of me. 
You left me alone, your suffering did not. 
Indeed your suffering is more faithful than you are. 
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79 
Never did your scent go out of my nose, 
Nor the image of your face out of my eyes. 
Life passed for me in longing for you day and night. 
My life came to an end but longing for you did not. 
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80 
That particle which kept company with only the sun 
Chose the cash in hand and was not fooled by hope. 
What head ever filled with your love 
Which did not dance like the top of a willow tree? 
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81 
He sleeps who is unaware of Him. 
When does the one who is aware of Him sleep? 
Every night love whispers in my ears: 
“Woe is him who sleeps without Him.” 
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82 
He who put me in the fire of the world, 
Placed a hundred kinds of flames on my tongue. 


When the flames surrounded me from six directions, 
I sighed and he put his hand on my mouth. 
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83 
He who came to know you what need has he for life? 
What need has he for children, home, and wife? 
You make him mad and give him both worlds. 


What need has your mad for both worlds? 
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84 
The friend who steals the doctor’s heart, 
How can the doctor prescribe medication for him? 
If he displays a particle of his beauty, 
By God, the doctor himself will need a doctor. 
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85 
From the fire of your love, youth arises. 
Many spiritual beauties in the bosom arises. 


If you want to kill me, do so! It is lawful for you to kill me. 
Because from the slain of the beloved, life arises. 
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With the dew of love, Adam’s dust turned into clay. 
Then many a tumult and frenzy in the world came to play. 
A hundred lancets at the vein of the soul was struck. 
One drop from it dripped and was named heart. 
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In your love, the sea boils with passion, 
And clouds strew pearls at your feet. 
In your love, a bolt of lighting has struck the earth, 
And this smoke that rises to the sky is the result of that. 
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You will not be a loser in love, my dear. 
How can you be dead while you will be the life itself? 


In the beginning you descended from the sky to the earth. 
In the end, you will ascend from the earth to the sky. 
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Of my patience’s army, except a banner nothing remained. 
Of all the things I had, except sorrow nothing remained. 
And what is more surprizing is that I am still breathing 
Because of love, though except a breath nothing remained. 
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Now that your face stole the heart of a world, 
What is the use of your staying at home? 
When you became a moon, did you not know 
That you will be conspicuous throughout the world? 
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Today the Beloved wants frenzy from us. 
Weare already frenzied, but he wants more. 


If it is not so, why does he tear our veil? 
He wants us to come infamous to the open. 
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This is not the night to go out of the house, 
To leave the only beloved and go to strangers. 
Tonight is the night when dear friends 
Must walk drunken into the fire of love. 
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O heart, who has seen the morning sign in the evening? 
Who has seen a true lover that had a good reputation? 
You scream that you have burned? 
Don’t scream! Who has seen a bumed one who was raw? 
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O gliding cypress, may the autumn wind never touch you! 
O sight of the world, may the evil eye never harm you! 


O you who are the soul of heaven and earth, 
May that nothing but peace and blessing reach you! 
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Whoever mixed with your love for a moment, 
It was as if disaster poured over his head. 
When Mansur revealed a sign of the secret of love, 


His throat was hanged with the rope of ghayrat. 
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Joy and pleasure do not flourish without love. 
Being does not become beautiful and elegant without love. 
Many drops may fall into the sea from the cloud, 
Yet none shall become a pearl without the motion of love. 
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Unless a man become totally non-existent, 
He will not actually realize towhid(the unity of God). 
Tow hid is not transmigration, but your non-existence. 
No falsehood can become a truth by boasting. 
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Your generosity does what the ocean does not. 
Your kindness does not put off this moment till tomorrow. 
There is no need for asking of you. 
No one asks light of the sun. 
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When the eye-sight is gone, what good is your vitriol? 
When the heart is bled, what good is your fidelity? 
When the whole body is consumed in your sorrow, 
What good are your reviving words? 
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A marvellous fervor has filled my head. 
My heart has become a bird and is soaring in the air. 


Each particle of mine is moving separately. 
Perhaps the beloved is walking everywhere? 
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Lovers may lose both worlds in one instant. 
They may lose a hundred-years’ life all at once. 
They pass a thousand stations for the scent of one breath. 
They lose a thousand lives for the sake of one heart. 
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No one became aware of your majestic presence 
Until he came home a lover and lost his reason. 
That person is really mad who saw your face, 
Separated from it, and did not go mad. 
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When a ship is moving in a calm sea, 
It seems as if the bed of reeds is passing by. 


We pass through this world anyway, 
And think that this world is passing by. 
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Who said that the eternally alive is dead? 
Who said that the sun of hope is dead? 
That enemy of the sun came to the roof, 
Closed his eyes and said, 7he sun is dead. 
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Men of the Path, who know the secret of meaning, 
Are hidden from the eyes of the short-sighted. 
Not only that, but anyone who came to know the truth 
Became a believer, and people called him a disbeliever. 
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When the Beloved begins to shine like the sun, 
The lover begins to dance like a particle. 


When the spring wind of love begins to blow, 
Any branch which is not dead begins to dance. 
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I am humbled before those who know themselves 
And free their hearts from falsehood every moment. 
They empty themselves of all attributes and essence 
And read / am the Truth on the board of their being. 
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I am unconscious. God himself knows 
What makes me laugh in my heart. 
My heart is like a blossoming branch, 
Which is lovingly shaken by the zephyr. 
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My heart is boiling in order to reach to your ebulience. 
To reach your consciousness, it has lost consciousness. 


It is drinking poison in order to reach to your honey. 
It has become like a ring so that it can reach to your ear. 
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Existence was an impression of your intoxicating eyes. 
Nonexistence was honored by your existence. 
I used to wonder if anyone’s hand could reach you. 
When I looked well, I saw your hand was all there was. 
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Beware, the grace of God comes suddenly. 
It comes suddenly to an alert heart. 
Empty the tent of your being of yourself. 
When it is empty, the king will enter the tent. 
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I spent sometime among the people. 
I did not see any sign of fidelity from them. 


It is better that I hide from the eyes of the people, 
Like water in iron and like fire in stone. 
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A perfect love and a beautiful sweetheart, 
The heart full of words, but the tongue mute: 
Where can there be a rarer situation than this 


That I be thirsty while limpid water flows in front of me? 
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I desire to jump out of myself. 
I desire to be liberated. 
I have been chained to the stations of the Path. 


I desire to be released from the chain. 
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Do not come to us without a tabourine, for we have a party. 
Rise and beat the drum, for we are Mansur. 


Weare drunk, but not drunk by grape-juice. 
Weare far from anything you have imagined. 
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As long as I have wanted, all I wanted of you was you. 
I have decorated the table of love with your love. 
I had a dream last night, but I forgot. 
All I know is that I have woken up drunk. 
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Should you become agile on the road of Truth, 
You are the light of heavens and will return to heavens. 
Your seat is the empyrean. Are you not ashamed 
You have resided, like shadow, in the realm of dust? 
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If you are in search of a mine of gems, you are a mine. 
If you are desiring a loaf of bread, you are bread. 


If you knew this subtle point and secret, 
You would realize you are that which you are searching. 
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I went to a doctor and asked him: 
“What do you say about the one fallen in love?” 


He said, “Give up your identity and erase your existence. 
“That is to say, emerge from all that exists!” 
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Sa‘di Shirazi 
(1210-1291 C.E.) 


1 

Every hour blood is boiling in my inside. 
Unaware of this are the people of outside. 
Only the one who has seen the face of Layli 
Knows what pain is killing Majnun. 
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Lovers are captives at your door, come! 
They will not hold your temper against you, come! 
You are excused of any cruelty you have done. 
Before they do not excuse you anymore, come! 
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O you whose eyes are drunk with sleep and wine, 
People of perception are thirsty and your union is a mirage. 
The like of you, whether in habitation or in ruins, 
Can be seen only in the mirror or in the water. 
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Since the heart cannot avoid desiring the beloved, 
The remedy is in tolerance and submission. 
One must either forget about the rose 
Or put up with the pain of thorns. 
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One day you told me, “I will make you happy one night 
“And free you from the chain of my sorrows.” 
Do you know how many nights passed since that day 
While you did not remember anything of what you had said? 
y 


9 GLY p2a& Lb 20 
Sy N35 So al 
Sd Opt Ey ste ST eee 
© pbs jal Fo whe 5b US 
6 
A hundred times I told your servants that 
They should not put any mirror in front of you. 
I fear that you may look at your moon-like face 
And let no one else enter your sight anymore. 
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My friend who broke the promise of friendship, 
Was leaving me and, while I held his skirt, was saying: 
“From now on you will see me only in your sleep.” 
He thought I was going to have any sleep after that. 
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Who did ever rest his heart, sat comfortably, and 
Thought he had time to relax and chance for leisure? 
Do not nail down the tent, for soon you must dismantle it. 
Do not unpack, for soon you must pack up again. 
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Many nights pass when I cannot close my eyes, 
While people are drunk with sleep and I with your thought. 
I wish you shed my blood with your own hand, 
So that I would surrender my soul, having attained my goal. 
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That head is sober which is drunk with your love. 
That man is blessed who has lost his heart for your face. 
Without you nothing exists in the realm of being; 
And if nothing exists, when you exist everything does. 
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He who sees his wrongs as rights, 
It is a mistake to tell him what is right. 
He shows that which is in his nature. 
A distorted mirror does not show the face right. 
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My! My! What a marvellous thing your upright stature is! 
Not even the cypress has such an elegance as you do! 
It is better that you should not visit a tomb, 
Lest the dead may think the Resurrection has started! 
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The measure of height the cypress from you has taken. 
The glittering pearls the sea from your mouth has taken. 


Anywhere I see a violet, I say: 
“A strand of your hair the wind to the plains has taken.” 
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Tonight that my soul-brightening beloved is present, 
Contrary to my enemies’ wish, my fortune is triumphant. 
Let the candle die and the moon go down, 
For the night is day when you are at my side. 
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The night is day when you are at my side. 
The day that passes with you is Nowruz. 
Yesterday is gone. Do not wait for tomorrow. 
Capture the moment! For the sum of life is today. 
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I must rise and go, for patience is no longer possible. 
I must lay my life at his feet, for he is the peace of my heart. 
And I must confess before my friends and enemies 
That the one who killed me is pardoned by me. 
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That soft-in-loyalty who is my hard-hearted beloved, 
Is the candle of others and fire on my clothes. 
O you who are at peace with all but at war with me, 
You are not guilty, my luck is. 
\A 
9 9 crate Je dy jle AS 3 
Sage PID T Gems LES, Si 9F 
S292 WSS daw yp gl pot i55 
cg! Jo 7p Clee slyot dam 49551 
18 
So much did he hurt the hearts of friends and foes 
His skin looked as if metamorphosed by his sins. 
There was a time when his sorrow was in every heart. 
Today all the sorrows of the world are in his heart. 
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O you who are in my heart like blood in my veins and skin, 
Whatever comes to me from your hand is good. 


O morning-bird, you have woken only in the morning. 
I have not slept all night, longing for my beloved. 
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If 1 am to give my heart to anyone, better to you, my friend, 
Who have a pleasant temper and a beautiful face. 
I can do without anyone’s being in the world, 
Except yours, for that is my whole existence. 
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If the curing hand of my friend wounds me, 
Or if my soul comes out like an almond from its shell, 
Jealousy will not allow me to complain to anyone, 
So that people should not know he is my desired one. 
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If worshipping has made you bones and skin, 
It is wrong for you to believe you have done some good. 


If the aspirer of the Friend dies in his quest, 
Truly he should still be much obliged to the Friend. 
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They tell me, “Let him go! He is a bad-tempered friend. 
“His beauty is not worth his harshness.” 
For God’s sake, do not interfere between me and my friend. 
Good or bad, trouble or comfort, I accept from my friend. 
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Even if an iota of your [ego’s] existence remains, 
The thought of idol-worshipping does still exist. - 
You said you broke the idol of illusion and became free. 
Yet, the idol you worship in your imagination is still there. 
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Not a single night do my eyes rest from looking for you, 
Nor does my soul, which has reached to my lips. 
If you choose someone else in my place, 
I will not break with you, for no one is like you. 
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There is no command over what is predestined. 
There is no remedy for the pain of death. 
Today, while you have a chance, be good! 


For this village does not always belong to a villager. 
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The fish of my life’s hope slipped out of my hand. 
My life passed in vain, like the night of a drunkard. 
My life, each moment of which was worth a fortune, 
Free of charge, alas, went out of my hand. 
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God who opened the door of gesmat for us, 
Laid the foundation of the world as it had to be. 


Whom he did not give was not without any reason. 
He knew that a donkey should not have a mind. 
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Not everyone whose affairs do not go right 
Raises his cries and lamentations to the sky. 
There are many whose hearts roar like thunder, 
Yet their lips smile like lightning. 
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Whatever you wear looks beautiful on you. 
Coarse material becomes satin and silk on you. 
Think not that anyone who glanced at your face once 
Could be patient without you for the rest of his life. 
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O wind, since you will be visiting that land, 
And will come face to face with that elegant love, 


Take plenty of prayers and regards from us and say: 
Ts this how you remember your lovers? 
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That tall upright cypress appeared before my eyes, 
Stole my heart and threw it at his feet. 
These bold eyes take the heart into a loop. 
Shut your eyes if you wish not to give your heart to anyone! 
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For a while I wore the cloak of repentance, 
Watched the preacher’s mouth and listened to his advice. 
Suddenly I saw that tall upright cypress 
And forgot the words of the man of learning. 
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They tell me, “Do not go after that tall cypress! 
“How long should the people point their fingers at you?” 
Do not waste your advice on me, O leamed ones! 
How can I not go while I am being pulled by a lasso? 
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Those who have cheeks like fairies and words like sugar, 
It is a pity they should hide their beautiful faces! 
Nevertheless, a veil is not without any benefit either. 
It is for the ugly to wear and for the beautiful to remove. 
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The rose that had just started to grow, 
The hostile wind snatched before it could fully bloom. 
Poor thing had many hopes in the heart. 
What good is it to have a long desire and a short life? 
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The heart not captured by music is to be regretted. 
It is a rock. What good is the story of love to a rock? 


Music is forbidden to the strangers of love. 
Smoke mises only from that which burns. 
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Where the tree of love is full of fruit, 
And pearls are in sight and jewels in store, 
There everyone is a loyal friend. 
He is a friend who is friend in calamity. 
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When she looked at her face in the mirror, 
And at her lips, mouth, and white teeth, 
She spoke in an audible voice: 
Many a soul came to lips before reaching to these lips. 
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I am humbled before the one who steals someone’s heart 
Or gives his heart to someone who comforts the soul. 


The kingdom of God would be better off without 
The one who is neither a lover nor a beloved. 
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Tonight the light of the day is not coming, 
Nor is the cry of the morning-bird. 
All night, wakeful and watching the street, 


Iam wondering when the morning is coming. 
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Curing someone’s wound than anything else is better. 
In consoling people, the more is better. 
O friend, leave me not in the hands of my enemies. 
If you are to kill me, by your own hand it is better. 
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I am not a man if I turn away from your love, 
Whether you be kind to me or kill me by separation. 


And if I run away from you, O gracious one, 
I will return to you, no matter where I go. 
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O night-illumining and harem-brightening moon, 
Happy is the one who is with you day and night. 
You are yourself adorned with the perfection of creation. 
You need not dress up, use perfume, or burn incense. 
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Either stay in seclusion day and night 
Or kindle the fire of love and let your house bum. 
Being in love and prudence do not go together. 
If you do not wish the veil to be torn, close your eyes. 
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He whose face I did not want everyone to see, 
But be in front of me day and night, 
Joined others and cut off from me. 
O Lord, come to the aid of this wretched one! 
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If the ignorant and faultfinders behind me 
Accuse me of passion and desire, 
After all, this is not a sin only I have committed. 
Everyone likes a charming beautiful person. 
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48 
The rich whose days and nights pass in pleasure 
Do not know the cause of the laments of the poor. 
Plenty of water flows in the Oxus and Euphrates, 
While the thirsty in the desert search for it desperately. 
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49 
Either cast your shade on me, like a homa, 
So that I serve you with all my heart and soul; 


Or if you do not think I am worthy of service to you, 
Let me go my way and return to my country. 
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Without you the expanse of the world is a prison for me. 
I am proud of you, you are ashamed of me. 
I am at peace with you, you are at war with me. 
Do you never wonder if your heart is a heart or a rock? 
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Since I released my heart from the cares of the world, 
I began to appreciate His many blessings with all my heart. 
Although I am fresh in my enthusiasm, 
I am smiling, like a fresh rose, at the old world. 
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52 
Whenever a cypress-statured one passes into my sight, 
My eyes remain gazing at his figure. 
Since I do not hope to become young again, 
Should I not, at least, look at the young? 


280 + A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiydt 


oY 
Ort ctl jt tes Wile aS jam 
Py) patos dom | rar 
ppt ul aS aes casa 
pret tileul » egy 459 
53 
I cannot help it any longer. I must rise and go, 
Even if my enemy strike me with a sword or an arrow. 
I will get hold of my friend’s sleeve if possible. 
If not, I will go and die at his threshold. 
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My eyes, adomed by seeing the friend, 
Do not rest from looking when they do not see him. 
I need my eyes for the sake of seeing him. 
If 1 am not to see him, what good are my eyes for? 
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Whenever I look at the rose of your face; 
I want, like the narcissus, not to blink. 


And if Iam among Judas-trees and jasmines without you, 
I want to sit, like the violet, and not raise my head. 
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If I do not seek the peace of my heart, what shall I do? 
If I do not search him anxiously, what shall I do? 


They tell me: Don’t go! You are shedding your own blood. 
As long as I am his captive, what shall I do? 
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I told myself, “I shall no longer gaze at any heart-ravisher. 
“I shall become a Sufi and avoid the forbidden.” 
Then I saw it was against my balanced nature. 
I repented that I should not repent again. 
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Without you I will not settle nor will I calm down. 
Without your rose-scented face, I will not smell a rose. 
They say, “Forget about him! Let him go!” 
I may forget my daily prayers, but not him. 
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I will go and see her hour-like stature, 
And see her face, which is brilliant like the sun. 
If they do not allow me to go near her, 
At least, they will not beat me for looking at her from far. 
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When you are present, I see your kindness and generosity. 
I see the comfort of my soul at your feet. 
When you are absent, I can still see you. 
Wherever I look, I see you. 
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61 
Alone, away from all the people, I am crying. 
Eyes in the sky, with a doleful heart, I am crying. 
How does a child cry after his bird has flown away? 
In the same manner, for my lost life I am crying. 
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I could sell the sum of a lifetime for a single moment 
And a hundred harvests of joy for a single sorrow of love. 
If a thousand lives could be obtained with each breath, 
I would sell them all for the dust under a [beloved’s] foot. 
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My eyes gaze, amazed and anxious, while my friends 
Tear their shirts to the music of the reed and tambourine. 
Love belongs to me, and amusement to the others. 
I have my eyes on love, and they their ears to music. 
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I would sweep the dust of his door with my eyelashes. 
O enemy, say whatever you wish! 


When a fly has its legs stuck in honey, 
It cannot move, no matter how you chase it away. 
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To pull the moon from the sky down to the roof, 
To bring a church from Rome to Damascus, 
And to perform the evening prayers in the morning, 
Are all possible, but to allure you is not. 
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To see a needle in the eye in place of collyrium, 
To see a lightning descend and strike fire to a harvest, 
And to see a yoke around one’s neck in a foreign country, 
Are all better than seeing the enemy in place of the friend. 
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O you who have taken the enemy as your firend, 
Choose either the friend or the enemy for your friendship. 


Though it is painful not to see the friend, 
It is easier than seeing him with the enemy. 
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68 
Behold the elegance of her features! 
Behold her laughter, like a pistachio in its shell. 
No, no. You will never realize the beauty of her face. 
Come into my eyes and behold the face of my beloved! 
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When glory and glamor, beauty, scent and color appear, 
The human heart, after all, is not made of stone or tin. 
He who has neither good looks nor right nature 
Is neither someone’s lover nor someone’s beloved. 
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One day we should go out of town, you and I. 
And head toward the plains, you and I. 


Do you know when you and I can be happy together? 
When there is no one around, except you and I. 
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You cannot be described as a cypress, the sun, or the moon. 
Alas, nothing can describe you, alas! 
Each person takes a road in search of you. Had there been 
Any way to you, there would not have been so many roads. 
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72 
Where are you, my love, away from my bosom? 
You are not sitting by me tonight, like last night. 
O gliding cypress and peace of my soul, 
Absent though you are, you are never forgotten. 
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73 
Suppose, in accordance with wisdom and discretion, 
I do not step out of the circle of reason. 


What shall I do then with the desire in my nature? 
This is a fault that God has created in me. 
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I wish people had seen that darling, 
Or had heard her speech so charming, 
Then they would have become restless lovers, 
And would not have laughed at the tears of the lovers. 
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75 
If all stones were brilliant rubies, 
The price of a ruby would be equal to a stone. 
If the water of life had existed in every well, 
Finding it would have been easy for everyone. 
Vy 
SIS 39 Ap Aol aS Io 55 
S yFeet HI ahd BS OF yl 
BS > AZ cortg sb yo 09 4 AS cage 
76 
Tomorrow, when you look at your black record of deeds, 
Many times you will bite your hand in regret. 


Having sold your religion for the world through ignorance, 
What can you buy when you sell Joseph for ten drachmas? 
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They say last night the Turkish police 
Arrested a thief after many tricks. 
Today when they were taking him to hang, he was saying: 
“Take your hands off me! You may tear my collar!” 
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I said to myself, “I must repent of looking at the beautiful, 
So that the calamity of love may pass away.” 
The more I look, O Envy of the Fairy, 
You are more beautiful the second time than the first. 
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Everyday you have a new charm and elegance. 
The more I look, the more beautiful you look. 
I thought I should take you to the court to reclaim my heart. 
I fear you might steal the judge’s heart, too. 
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O sweet-singing nightingale, how sweet is your breath! 
You are drunk with desire and captured by fancy. 
I fear you may never join your dear friends. 
For your own hand and tongue have put you in cage. 
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81 
Many a brimful cup did I empty, 
So that one year I may put my lips on hers. 
I am afraid that suddenly, without reaching those lips, 
My body may be emptied of my soul. 
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If you picture your heart’s desire obtained in the world, 
You will grow old in suffering uselessly. 


Suppose you complained to your friend about your enemy, 
What could you do if the friend himself was cruel to you? 
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O absent from the eye, present in the heart, how fare you? 
O blossoming branch of flowers, how fare you? 
Not once you ask your friends whom you bade farewell: 
In that first station of the road, how fare you? 
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O Essence of Remedy, will you not sit for a moment 
To see how the sufferers in your love are doing? 


If I am captivated by you, like Farhad, 
It is not my fault, my dear, so Shirin as you are. 
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Shaykh Fakhruddin Araqi 
(1214-1289 C.E.) 
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There is no pleasure like that of a mendicant 
Who has cast his hat off his head and shoes off his feet, 
Who has stepped on his life and sacrificed his heart, and 
Who has given up both worlds for the sake of the One. 
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Far be it that my heart distance itself from your door, 
Or my soul be banished from your street. 


One day this darkened vision of mine 
Will be brightened by the dust under your feet. 
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O you whose face is my long-time desire, 
There is nothing but your love in my heart and breast. 
I should wipe out the gloss of humanity from my inner self, 


So that the picture of your face would appear in my mirror. 
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Though they never looked at your face, 
My eyes shed tears with blood, longing for your face. 
Alas! I am left helpless without you. 
Helpless is the one who must live without you. 
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A sage drunken came out of a tavern. 
His heart lost, he was holding a cup of wine in his hand. 


“Drink wine,” said he. “For in this lowly world, 
None but the drunkard is freed from his ego.” 
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I am the one whose selflessness is his essence. 
I am the child of myself, and my love is my nurse. 
Meanwhile, the bride of the Unseen is my neighbor. 
And how strange that my neighbor is my shadow! 
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How is that old friendship of ours? 
Has it remained in its place or changed? 
I do not know how you are doing without me. 
All I know is that my heart is bleeding in your love. 
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Never has my idol shown his face to anyone. 
All these disputations of the people are in vain. 
The person who praised you rightly, 
He, too, has heard the story from someone else. 


294 & A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiydt 


q 


col elail pw Gre ji! ead Jol 
Cane gil G5 51 g Cu! Jol 
cand CS F19 yor 99> GO9> 51, GO9> 
9 
The first step in love is casting one’s head. 
It is risking one’s life and putting up with calamity. 
This is the first, and do you know what the last is? 
To rid oneself from the selfness of the self. 
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Your love wine from the hands of Saqis poured, 
And much blood of the heart pure from the eyes poured. 
Many ascetics, who wore cloaks and sat on prayer-rugs, 
Because of your love, wine on their prayer-rugs poured. 
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The longing that makes the heart bloom like a rose is love. 
The mind that knows the secrets of affection is love. 


The affection that redeems you from yourself is love. 
The grace that takes you to Him is love. 
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On the way of love, no before and after is visible. 
The drunken are gone, and no wine is visible. 
The men of his way walk hidden from themselves. 
Hence, on the road of love, no footprint is visible. 
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Pain circles around the hearts of the meritorious. 
Pleasure circles around the unaware. 
Beware! For the axis of the spherical heaven 
Pivots in the eye of the man of perception. 
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What shall your lover do with roses without your face? 
What shall he do with hyacinths without your fragrance? 
He who is drunk from the cup of your love, in all fairness, 
What shall he do with the intoxication of wine? 
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The life you have spent without your beloved, 
Without passing by his door for a minute, 
Sit down and mourn for it , my dear. 
For the time when you could do something is gone. 
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My heart is still restless in its desire for you. 
My soul is still active in its quest for you. 
Although my eyes were brightened by your beauty, 
They are still busy in their bitter crying for you. 
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Everyone grew tired of me, the broken-hearted. 
Now I am left alone with your kindness only. 


In the whole world, I have no help but you. 
So help me, O Soul of the world! 
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O Soul of the world, deep in my soul I am searching you. 
Bewildered, all around the world I am searching you. 
Though you are sitting relaxed in my heart, 
I am asking the people of the world for a trace of you. 
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I have my eyes on the SAqi’s face tonight. 
O dawn, break not! For I have more enjoyment ahead. 
Now that I am in the presence of my soul’s companion, 
I could pitch my tent in the heavens. 
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Until 1 possess the eternal world-viewing cup, 
The desire for wine and Saqi exists in my head. 
If I go to the door of the tavern, it is worthwhile, 
Because I hope to have a tryst with my friend there. 
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A spiritual master came out of the tavern of mortality 
And whispered in my ear, “O you, troubled in mind, 
“If you are seeking immortality, 
“Do not be without clear wine in this murky world.” 
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I am the one whom you have picked up from dust 
And have drawn my image according to your wish. 
Since you have not allowed me to have my wish, 
Iam growing the way you have planted me. 
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O you, whose grace takes the hand of every disgraced one 
And whose forgiveness veils every self-conceited one, 


Be generous to that slave who, in all his life, 
Has no other place except your door. 
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I have neither passed through your street any night, 
Nor have smelt your pleasant scent any morning. 
I have neither found your trace nor heard your news. 
My life wasted without you. At least, send me some news. 
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“Although you are the plight of my soul,” said I. 
“I shall give my life for you because you are my beloved.” 


“If you are obedient to my command,” said he, 
“Don’t belong to others, because you belong to me.” 
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Serajuddin Qomri 
(1185-1252 C.E.) 


l 
Today while my youth is flourishing, 
I want of that which gives me joy. 
Do not criticize it. For though it is bitter, it is good. 
It is my life. Therefore, it is bitter. 
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Any sorrow that reaches me from your love is joy. 
Any injustice from you is justice to me. 


In my devotion to you, I am stable like a cypress. 
In my bondage to you, I am free like a cypress. 
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I have eternal life because of your union. 
I have the pleasure of youth because of your love. 
If I have any joy except in your sorrow, 


Let the pleasure of the world be pain to me. 
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Any wine I drink with you is a victory for me. 
It is the joy of my heart and comfort of my soul. 
When you are with me, your face is my moming. 
Any wine I drink with you is a morning-draught. 
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I have union with you in my dream, 
Even though union with you is impossible. 


The fortune of this trickster world itself, 
If one looks carefully, is a illusion. 
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It is morning and no more desire in me for sleep is left. 
No desire except for pure wine is left. 


Perhaps I could refresh my liver with this water. 
For no more water for my thirsty liver is left. 
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Sa‘duddin Hamavi 
(d. 1252 C.E.) 
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In my heart, within and without, all is him. 

In my body, the soul and heart and blood, all is him. 
How can faith and blasphemy be contained in me? 
My existence is incomparable because all is him. 
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This your being is the being of another existent. 
This your intoxication is the intoxication of another drunk. 
Go thrust your head in your collar and meditate. 


For this your hand is the sleeve of another hand. 
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O you who are moderate in stature, neither tall nor short, 
Your languishing eyes are neither drunk nor sober. 
After all, you are just as you should have been. 
No one has ever had a darling like you. 
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Without you, not a moment of rest or calmness have I. 
Without your name, no essence, attribute, or name have I. 


Without your spice, no taste for the world have I. 
Without your face and tress, no morning and night have I. 
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Unattracted by your face, there is none. 
Bewildered like me in your hair’s curls, there is none. 
They say the eternal paradise is pleasant. 
I know certainly it is not more pleasant than your street. 
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It is time our beloved came to the orchard, 
The sultan of his beauty appeared in the field, 
And the visible and invisible entered the heart and soul, 
When the disbelief of all disbelievers became belief. 
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During the samd’, the heart finds its way to the Beloved, 
And takes the soul to the harem of secrets. 


This charming music is like a horse for your soul. 
It picks your soul up and takes it to the Beloved’s world. 
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If the heart rides on the steed of love, 
It will attain to all that it desires. 
Where could love make its home if the heart did not exist? 
And of what use the heart would be if love did not exist? 
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I have many wounds in my heart because of separation. 

I have many knots in my affairs because of the world. 

With all this suffering, don’t break your promise of loyalty! 
For I have many other broken things in my life. 
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I have always truly loved you. 
I have never thought of anyone except you. 


I have developed so much hope in you that 
I have considered your acts my own. 
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Without you, I want neither paradise nor heaven, 
Neither Kosar nor Salsabil, nor the water of life. 
When you are not friend with me, heaven is hell. 
When you are kind to me, hell is pleasant and exciting. 
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Whatever I look at, it is you whom I see. 
It is you in my eyes, who else can I see? 
Who is there except you that I might see? 
And if there is one, why should I see? 
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When he looks at me, my heart becomes excited. 
It loses patience and begins to clamor and shout. 


If only a word from him reached my ear, 
Perhaps my heart would regain its consciousness. 
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The name I repeat the scent of life comes from it. 
The pleasant scent of the kind sweetheart comes from it. 
If a waft of this fragrance could express itself, 
Many secrets would be revealed by that. 
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Truth is the sun and both worlds are its shadow, 
The shadow whose essence is light. 
We have fallen to ground while the sun is above our heads. 
Weare away from him while he is our neighbor. 
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O drunk nightingale, how long are you going to sing? 
How long are you going to fly in the world of love? 


I know that you are not aware of the beloved’s face. 
If you were, you would run out of patience, like me. 
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Put up with weakness until you become strong. 
Stay with nonbeing until you become being. 
Try to reduce your body until you become spintt. 
Drink from the dregs of love until you become drunk. 
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Without you, I have no interest in any work 
In the garden of satisfaction of a beautiful friend like you. 
I have seen your face both secretly and openly. 
Besides your face, no rose-garden pleases me. 
\4 
ste AIK BH; JI sgt ST 
tet tal Azle Is Une 
ie Gla! 59 9 jglee a5 59 
tet pS! g jk Se & 
19 
If you see my beloved’s tress, you will be a disbeliever. 
If you see my beloved’s face, you will be a believer. 


Do not hang on to disbelief, nor look at belief, 
So that you may see the beloved’s glory and my poverty. 
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If you see the whole world related to yourself, 
You will see the ineffable God in the whole world. 


Since the whole world is the sign of your wholeness, 
How can you see anyone but God in both worlds? 
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Sayfuddin Bakharzi 
(d. 1232 CE.) 
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I am so with you, O beauty of Khotan, 

Iam wrong if I say I am you or you are me. 

You are far from me, yet in the same garment with me. 
If you are me, then who am I, O Soul of the World? 
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Iam old, but if love be kind to me, 
I will be all exuberance and pride. 
I will make a lasso of your long tress and throw it 
On the neck of the expired life and bring it back. 
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Once in a while, I estrange myself from love, 
Make acquaintance with prudence, and stay with it. 
Suddenly a fairy-faced one passes by me. 
I forget all prudence and become mad again. 
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Your love’s sorrow makes the eye of a rock bleed. 
It does not differentiate between friends and strangers. 


I would say nothing and joyfully drink all of your sorrow, 
So that none of it could be left for anyone after me. 
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When the morning of God’s love begins to dawn, 
The spirit turns away from the whole world. 
Man reaches a point where, at every moment, 
He sees the Beloved without bothering to look. 
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You took me from my relatives, parents, and friends, 
And put me in the company of poverty and penury. 
This is the position of those who are near to you. 
O Lord, what good had I done that you made me so? 
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Love is it that can make a lion helpless. 
It is an ocean from which many wonders emerge. 
Sometimes it is so friendly it elates the spirit. 
And sometimes so hostile it smells blood. 
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I am getting along with your love happily. 
I am putting up with sorrow, hoping for the lack of sorrow. 
The sign of death is apparent in me. 
I know this, but I pretend that I do not. 
q 
doh jl Coe Lb plo aS po yo 
29% jb oe JS perk 5 wp re 
mS 95 S109 gle 45 9905 OI) 
O95 jb ad jb glad oF 9425 
9 
A hundred doors of joy open to my heart 
Any time it takes part in the sorrow of your love. 
Nothing is better for me than being sacrificed for you. 
When a partridge falls prey to an eagle, it becomes an eagle. 
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Do you know what the first requirement of a tavern is? 
To lose one’s horse, girdle, and helmet all at once. 
And when you have become drunk and your legs are weak, 
They will tell you, “Sit, the remainder is still for you.” 
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I want that wine which is the cause of happiness, 
Whose name is wine and surname the elixir of happiness. 
It is red like jujube and made from the juice of the grape. 
The water that can bring fire to the face is an amazing thing. 
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O you, whose habit is to be an agreeable friend 
And whose custom is to keep promises; 
Because of these two traits that you have, 
It is not good to be in love with any other than you. 
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I still have hope of my luck that I will be with you. 
Who has ever been disappointed with you? 


If the day of your separation is long, it is all right. 
I still have hope for the night of union with you. 


314 & A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiyac 


jyYLu poo 
(5 703 5 PP Rh (5 5) 


\ 

Sau G9F Sal ge G2 2:9 >» 
Sau yy 2 hs ||} alod jo 
plo cual OLS 95 GLE HT y 
Sau 49> gl PLT 954 0S Ose 


Dokhtar Salar 
(13th Century C.E.) 
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As the rose-colored tears drip from my eyes, 
A thousand drops of blood fall down every moment. 
My heart is like kebab in the fire of your love. 
When the kebab is heated, it drips blood. 
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The more I look back at my life, 
The more I see myself afflicted with your [love’s] sorrow. 


It is strange that in the mirror of the heart, 
It is I who look, but you whom I see day and night! 
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Khaja Nasiruddin Tusi 
(d. 1274 C.E.) 
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O unaware one, this embodied form is nothing. 
And this circular campground is nothing. 
Be happy! For in this abode of becoming and unbecoming, 
Your life depends on one breath, and that, too, is nothing. 
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My son, now that we are traveling, say nothing. 
In this trip, of the condition of life at home, say nothing. 
We and the world are nothing, joy and sorrow are nothing. 
Know that you are nothing, and then say nothing. 


316 + A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiydt 


y 
(St O9 721 A pooled Ble 5! 
Sj ey Sq read jI dre 595 
eb pile 995 Cungo yI tS Ce 
3 
Even if only veins, vessels, and bones remain from you, 
Do not step out of the house of submission. 
Do not bow even if Rostam, Son of Zal, is the enemy. 


Do not stoop to favor even if Hatam Ti is the friend. 
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The One truly existent is the first. 
The rest are all illusions and imaginings. 
Anything except Him that comes to your view 
Is the second image of an squint eye. 
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How long shall you bow and lower your head? 
And make surrender and consent a shield for your fear? 


Who are you to consent or not? 
What do you own that you may surrender? 
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Of this lofty palace you have raised 
And all these desired things you have collected, 
What do you gain if you pass away 
And leave all without having enjoyed any? 
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Although we consider everything part of our existence, 
When it comes to the essence, we are bewildered. 
In short, we are like the spindle of an old woman. 
We have the end of the thread in hand, yet wandering. 
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I have galloped much on the road of knowledge, 
And have stood tall in the line of the mystics. 


Yet, when I have removed the veil from my heart, 
I have realized that I have not realized anything. 
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Of anything I did which was not for your sake I repent. 
And if I suffered for anyone other than you I repent. 


Also of what I will do for you from now on, 
If I could have done it better, I repent. 
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KamAaluddin Ismail 
(d. 1238 C.E.) 
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O night, block the road of the dawn with a chain. 

And cover the face of the sky with a black veil. 
Tonight when my beloved’s arms are around my neck, 
You should tie your feet with a chain. 
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I can dance very well when I am in the ecstasy of love. 
I can dance a thousand-fold in your love’s sorrow. 
The heart and hands are the tools of dancing. 
Where are the hands and heart with which I may dance? 
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Every night, longing for you, O my beautiful sweetheart, 
And from the love of your moon-like face, O my darling, 
I look at the moon until morning 
And rain stars from my eyes. 
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My poor eyes should not be held responsible for the tears, 
Which have become like molasses with blood and 


Whose flow has dimmed my vision. 
For this water was darkened in my heart’s fountainhead. 
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Death is an ailment without remedy. 
She rules over kings and viziers. 
The king whose order conquered Kerman last night 
Is being conquered by kermdn (worms) tonight. 
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I went to the garden at dawn because of a hidden pain. 
The nightingale, in its own language, was telling the rose: 
“Come out of the bud, smile, and have a good time. 
“Many beautiful roses have bloomed in this garden.” 
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I cannot tell your secret to this person or that. 
I cannot give up my soul slowly and gradually. 


Whom should I tell that the story of my heart 
You will not listen to and cannot be told to others? 
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The rose wanted to be beautiful like her face, but it is not; 
To be of the same color and scent as my love, but it is not. 
The rose puts up a thousand faces every year, 
So that one face, at least, may be like hers, but it is not. 
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Where is the eye that may cry for its homeland? 
And cry for the condition of the heart and for this disaster? 
Yesterday, two hundred people would cry for one dead. 
Today, not one person will cry for a hundred dead. 
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The rose had made several arrows in its bud 
In order to battle with you for beauty, my love. 
When the sun of your face showed the sword from afar, 
The rose-bud used up its arrows and dropped its shield, too. 
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Rise, O challengers! It is time for the moming drink. 
And pour the wine remaining from last night in your cups! 
Escape from the fetters of good and bad for a moment, 
And hang on to ecstasy and unawareness. 
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Did my beloved ever let go of cruelty? Never. 
Did she ever make a promise and keep it? Never. 
Did any of the arrows she aimed at me 
From her languishing eyes ever miss the target? Never. 
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Do not be contaminated. You must be clean. 
Do not indulge in comfort. You must be full of pain. 
If you raise your head to the sky like a flame in the wind, 
[In the end] like water, you must sink beneath the earth. 
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Sing me a little while like a song, 
And tightly hold me in your arms like a harp; 
And if a single vein in my body is out of tune with you, 
Pull it out and replace it with another. 
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I fear the revolution of this stupid wheel. 
I fear the good and bad in every situation. 
Since no one can be trusted any longer, 
I fear the accompaniment of [even] my own shadow. 
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It is time to head toward the immaculate world, 
And lift this folded back to the heavens. 


The dweller in the form of my body is telling me: 
It is time for the tent to be lowered to the ground. 
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O you, whose love’s memory is my companion in loneliness, 
And whose door’s dust is the collyrium of my vision, 
Do not let the condition of my melancholic heart 
Be divulged, like your beauty, around the world. 
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Do not be tied to the world. Live freely. 
Become broken by wine, and live soundly. 
As long as you are alive, you are not secure from death. 
Die once, and live happily ever after. 
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If you come back, you will bring my heart back to me 
And retum consciousness to my heart and soul to my body. 


The soul which left my body, if you decide, with one word 
You will bring it back from the middle of the road. 
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Yesterday, a little nightingale, delicate and sweet-singing, 
Was sitting on the bank of a brook and singing: 
From the pieces of ruby, emerald, and gold, 
One can make a rose, but it will not have any perfume. 
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Najib Ganjei 
(13th Century C.E.) 
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Although the sorrow of love is the creed of the heart, 

It is the eye that is the plight of the wretched heart. 

I know that it is the essence that the heart loves, 

But what should I do if the eye sees only the appearance? 
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O heart, words will not quell your passion. 
And this imploring will not impress his heart. 
Shed no tears, O my eyes! For this fire of love 
Will not be extinguished by such water as this. 
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O love, you are the substance of my every breath. 
And your pain is my nurse day and night. 


Where is it allowed in the creed of lovers 
That you be my neighbor and I see only your shadow? 
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Shamsuddin Sajasi 
(13th Century C.E.) 
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If you cast a glimpse of “thou-ness” at me, 
You will erase all the traces of “I-ness” from me. 
When I look at myself with the eye of selflessness, 
I cannot tell whether I am you or you are me. 
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In my love, because of extreme selflessness, 
I do not know whether I am you or you are me. 
How strange that you are both with me and without me! 
You are the spirit that is neither inside nor outside the body. 
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Your pathfinder vision is very dull, 
Or else your beloved is very close to you. 
There is only one veil between you and him. 
Sharpen your mind, for this is a delicate point! 
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Since my harvest from both worlds is love, 
It is as if my body is from love and love from my clay. 
So intense is my love that I cannot tell 
Whether it is in my heart or it is my heart itself. 
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O heart, no sign of his union is visible. 
Do not seek what in this world is not visible. 


My soul, my heart, and my vision — all three are lost. 
How strange that the beloved is not still visible! 
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That friend, whose love is the enemy of my life, 
Is silently throwing to the wind the harvest of my life. 
I am running after him from street to street, 
While he is in my heart, attempting at my life. 
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Do not ride your horse on the road of love! 
This is a long road. You will not make it. 
Agreement with love is disagreement with life. 
There is a secret in this point you do not know. 
A 
aus jh, dy bile aS p> » 
BET jI9 x Hrge el g 59 9,5 
Bids 9 Cds Alar 95) AF 0 yo 
aus iL wt a Zile 50 VI 
8 
Rise! For lovers bill and coo at night. 
They fly around the beloved’s door and roof at night. 


Every door is closed at night, 
Except the lover’s door, which is opened at night. 
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My heart drank not from the cup of joy without your love, 
And listened not to any person without remembering you. 
It became not aware of the pleasure of your beauty 
Without forgetting its own drunkenness first. 
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If my heart does not choose your sorrow, what must it do? 
It is lonely. If it be not with your sorrow, what must it do? 
It is a bird of sorrow, and the pain of your love is its seed. 
If the poor thing does not peck your pain, what must it do? 
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Any heart that lost you is in trouble. 
Any eye that fell far from you is anxious. 


You are always in my eye, and this is not unusual. 
For the fairy is always in water. 
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Yesterday when that lovely friend of mine was leaving me, 
Peace and comfort deserted my frenzied heart. 
I could not see his face because of my tears. 
With one blink, like tears from my eyes, he went away. 
\v 
pat OF OS GIS 5 SE 
mint 49351 Jo 959 Ge Hd jy 
hg 59 Get soe gt JUS 2298 
wet 9% 3 Le wl oily 
13 
How long should I see eyes full of blood in separation? 
And see my heartache increase as my life decreases? 
They tell me to be happy with his image in my dreams. 
I cannot sleep. How can I see his image in my dreams? 
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The friend who may be found in sleep without searching, 
I slept so that perhaps I find him in this way. 
He appeared in my dream and said: “Sleep not! 
“In the wakefulness of the night one may find the beloved.” 
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O Friend who kill lovers and kill painfully, 
Who kill innocent lovers and kill plentifully, 
Beware, I have no tolerance for many wounds. 
May you be rewarded if you kill me at once! 
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Najmuddin Razi 
(d. 1253 CE.) 
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Your love, which is the remedy of the soul of this heartsore, 
Measures beyond any kind of sensuality. It is something 
Which has been in my head since the Primordial Day. 

It is some work I have before me for all eternity. 
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Whatever you have seen of me is my shadow. 
My rank is beyond the two worlds, my son. 
Selflessness is the substance of my work. 
He is my nurse while I am the others’. 
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The purpose of existence of jinn and men is a mirror. 
That which is viewd in both worlds is a mirror. 
The heart is a mirror for the majestic Face. 
And the two worlds are the cover of that mirror. 
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Your lovers have come drunk since the Primordial day. 
They have come drunk with the wine of Alast. 


They drink wine and listen to no admonishing. 
For they have come drunk since the Primordial Day. 
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Before light was tied to the Pleaides 
And this region was put in the middle of the Gemini, 
On the Primordial Day, like fire to a candle, 
Your love was tied to us with a thousand strings. 
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Sometimes I am drunk with wine and sometimes sober. 
Sometimes I am high as the sky and sometimes low. 
Either a believer in Ka’ba or an infidel in a tavern, 
I belong to myself. I am as I am. 
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In your love, neither joy nor sorrow remained for me. 
In your union, neither feast nor mourning remained for me. 
One ray of your epiphany made me so that 
Neither good and bad, nor much and little remained for me. 
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The men of his path are alive by a different soul. 
The birds in his air are from a different nest. 


Do not look at them with these eyes. 
For outside both worlds, they are from a different world. 
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Baba Afzal 
(13th Century C.E.) 
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Afzal, did you see that what you saw was nothing? 
Whatever you said or heard was nothing. 

Your running around the whole world was nothing. 
And your crawling into a corner also was nothing. 


336 & A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiydt 


Y 
coed Flo! AF Vy 5 SH 
Cond BF yl> 9 AF ode LAs 959 G5 
Ob mgr b aT 29: 59> oo I 
ceed FIT 9 F665) SAF OY 
2 
Stay away from a province that does not belong to you. 
Do not display a pain which is not in your soul. 
It is a folly to boast to jewelers 
Of a gem which is not in your mine. 
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As long as the wheel of the sky tums, 
Many men of intellect and art are bewildered. 
If you have any pleasure, do not be proud of it. 
In every pleasure, a thousand pains lurk. 
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The sweetmeat of the world is the slave of my barley bread. 
The silk-robe of the world is my woolen cloak. 
How long will you talk about the world-viewing cup? 
There are a hundred world-viewing cups in my breast. 


BabaAfzal > 337 


(a) 
mene LISS parr 9 Sle ee Guare 
Cams jp Dagle AF (gm gtso 5F 0 
Ceull Sy le Sur 9 aT et Se cpl 
ca UL le a,b 
5 
What is all this worry about property and worldly desires? 
Have you ever seen anyone who lived forever? 
Your body has borrowed this one breath [that is your life]. 
What is borrowed must be dealt with as a borrowed thing. 
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Those who are in the presence of the Beloved, 
Seldom mention it or speak about this matter. 
And those who are full of wind, like a reed, 
Call him loudly because they are far from him. 
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The heart demands the kingdom of the world roaringly. 

It demands immortal life constantly. 

The poor thing does not know that 

The hunter of death is after it and demands its life. 
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O you who were hurt by all, pass by without hurting. 
O you who are deceived drunk, pass by soberly. 
Your mouth is the resting place of the whale of death. 


Over the sleeping place of the whale, pass by wakefully. 
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The day when they carry this greedy body to the grave 
And lay this cherished and nurtured form under the earth, 
My soul will say roaringly to my body: 
“It is the old earth returning to the earth.” 
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We traversed the world in search of the Cup of Jamshid. 
We did not rest one day and did not sleep one night. 


When we asked our master to describe the Cup of Jamshid, 
We realized we ourselves were the Cup of Jamshid. 
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In search of the Cup of Jamshid, in your short-sightedness, 
You imagine something uncertain every minute. 
Obtain a vision! For every particle of dust is a cup 
That shows the world if you look carefully. 
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Until you set fire to everything you have, 
You will never have a true enjoyment. 
It is not good to have one heart and two loves. 
If you want the beloved, cross a line over the world. 
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He who thought that the inside of the breast is heart, 
Before walking two steps, he fancied the destination. 
Knowledge, piety, ascesis, desire, and search — 
These are all the road. He thought it was the destination. 
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Ohaduddin Kermani 
(d. 1238 C.E.) 
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No one sets fire to my heart except him. 
No one shortens the road to my destination except him. 
If all the people of the world became my doctors, 
No one would solve my problem except him. 
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He is a believer who truly hurts nothing, 
And except God his heart reckons nothing. 


God is seated in the empyrean. What is the empyrean? 
The heart that contains nothing except Him. 
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3 
I said, “Take the veil of glory off your face, 
“There are many who are anxious to see it.” 
That beautiful beloved gave a good response: 
“The face is always apparent. Go find a vision!” 
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Although there is much frenzy in love, 
It is a shame for the wayfarers to be without love. 
Love is the life of the world and humans. 
He whom love does not kill is a carrion. 
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I am your distressed Majnun, take my hand. 
You know that I am yours, take my hand. 


Anyone who is in distress has a helper. 
I am in distress for you, take my hand. 
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O Lord, make me drunk with the wine of love. 
Fasten my feet at once with the chain of love. 
Empty my hands from everything except love. 
Give me existence. Annihilate me in your love. 
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My heart is a ray of your grace, increase its awareness. 
Open more room for it in the seat of your truth. 
It is the white royal hawk of the immaculate world. 
Untie this little bell of the earth from its feet. 
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It is from you that frenzy has fallen in the creation. 
The rich and the poor are all naked in front of you. 


You are conversing with all, and all are deaf. 
You are present before all, and all are blind. 
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My joy does not increase except in suffering for you. 
My heart and soul do not rest except in searching for you. 
I rub your door’s dust like collyrium on my eyes, 
The kingship of both worlds is nothing in my eyes. 
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When I am in my se/f, I am out of both worlds. 
When I am out of my se/f, 1am beyond both worlds. 
I cannot describe this condition of mine. 
I know I am happy, but I do not know how I am. 
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Any man who planted his foot on this road, 
Pure wine and dregs made no difference in his cup. 


Step not on this road if you are afraid of losing your head. 
For this road should be traveled without fear for the head. 
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In love, a thousand hearts and souls are not enough. 
What is life? It is not even mentioned there. 
He who travels this road sacrifices a hundred lives 
At every step and never looks back. 
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What good is the face on the dust and the heart full of gods? 
What good is clean clothes on a filthy body? 
Sin is like poison, repentance its antidote. 
What good is antidote when the poison reaches the soul? 
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There are two Ka’bas in the path of God: 
One the apparant Ka’ba, the other the heart’s ka’ba. 
Perform pilgrimage of hearts as many times as you can, 
Because one heart is greater than a thousand Ka’bas. 
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I am happy I am united with my beloved tonight. 
I am free from the grief of separation tonight. 
I am sitting with my beloved and saying in my heart: 


O Lord, may the key of the dawn be lost tonight. 
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Beware of darkening your bnilliant spirit 
By following your capricious nature! 
Be with Him in all truthfulness for a moment, 
So that everyone but Him may put his head at your feet. 
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To dash in the desert of love, how pleasant! 
To look away from the people’s faults, how pleasant! 


The way I see the conditions of this world, 
To tum aside from the world, how pleasant! 
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If my heart cuts off from you, I will break it with sorrow, 
Or I will cast it away from myself. 
If my eyes behold anyone except you, 
I will either fill them with blood or gouge them. 
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Do not suspect that having a house is richness, 
Or having whatever you desire is richness. 
If you be content with poverty, 
Truly, and I swear by your soul, that is richness. 
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The idol who threw me into idol-worshipping 
Knows that I have no existence [without him]. 
From the wine we drank together the night of union, 
I will be intoxicated till the day of Resurrection. 
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One night in my whole life, during my prayers, 
The beloved’s image appeared before me. 
He removed the veil from his face and said, 
Behold from whom you are staying away! 
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If you consider your enemy an infidel, 
Behold the infidel who is in your own body. 
Why are you so hostile to the Roman infidel 
While your infidel is under your garment? 
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Suppose you have spent your life accumulating gold 
And have built a treasure through a thousand tricks, 


And suppose you have sat on that treasure for a few days, 
Like snow in a desert, and then have stood up! 
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In love, pride and vanity have no buyers; 
Selfishness, arrogance, and needlessness have no buyers. 
The capital of love is destitution and helplessness. 
There cleverness and stratagem have no buyers. 
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Any heart wherein no love of a beauty exists, 
Count it dead. For it cannot be considered alive. 
Any heart wherein no trace of love is found 
Should not be included in any counting or sensus. 
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Those who always seek a shahed, 
You should not suspect that they are after an appearance. 


The beauty from whom someone’s heart finds peace, 
They call shahed in a figurative language. 
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O lovers, bring your chattels to the orchard, 
And shed your tears like dewdrops on the rose. 
The rose is your guest for only a few days. 
Hold dear the guest who stays only a few days. 
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Why should you drink something that should disturb 
Your mind and make you lose your honor? 
If you want intoxication, drink of the wine of the spirit. 
What intoxication can you get from some stinking wine? 
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Until you get rid of the pride of mastership or rulership, 
You are not free of slavery even if you are a commander. 


Like that man’s parrot who heard the secret, unless you die, 
You will not be free from the confinement of the cage. 
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Neither can your love in a doleful heart be contained, 
Nor can your seal in the bezel of a ring be contained. 
I call you my soul, though you are more than that. 
Yet in the frame of a body, that is what can be contained. 
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Except God there is no judge who deserves to rule. 
There is no existent that can escape his rule. 
Everything that exists must be as it is. 
And what must not be as it is does not exist. 
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Do not interpret the dream you have not had. 
Do not comment on the words you have not read. 


Spiritual masters want the essence of matter from you. 
Speak of what you have seen. Do not quote masters. 


Ohaduddin Kermani > 351 


YY 
placsle » a> Cul Gaal 4 
planshis a> pm Cul oo logue 
plantas, poe ogda aS lo ,o 
33 
Erasable is whatever I have written. 
Discardable is whatever I have picked. 
Fanciful is whatever I have imagined. 
Alas, I have lived my life in darkness. 
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In a tavern, ablutions but with wine cannot be done. 
And when a name is defiled, it cannot be cleaned. 
Alas, so many times was this veil of chastity torn 
That it can not be mended any longer. 
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Last night, I knocked at the tavern’s door recklessly, 
And raised the banner of blasphemy to the heavens. 


For the sake of an infidel Magian idol, 
I threw to the ground the ragged hat of repentance. 
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At first, the road of your love looked easy to me. 
I thought I could soon reach to my destination — your union. 
After I had taken a few steps, I saw the road led to a sea. 
And when I stepped in, I was snatched by the waves. 
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When I mention your name, my work delights me. 
When I remember you, my past life returns to me. 
And when I tell myself the story of love, 
Doors and walls begin to sing with me. 
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O you who came crying while everyone was laughing, 
And your arrival made all your people happy, 
Be so good today that when you are going tomorrow, 
You be laughing while everyone else is crying. 
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Accept this good advice if you would: 
Try to die a few days before your death. 


The world is an old woman. What happens 
If you are not intimate with her for a few days? 
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Hom4m Tabrizi 
(d. 1315 CE.) 
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O unaware ones, the transient form is nothing. 

The story of the universe, though long, is nothing. 
Remove the veil from the eye of illusion by your reason, 
So that you realize this whole game [of being] is nothing. 
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Your interest in me, O my favorite friend, is unsusal. 
Your love to me, O my true beloved, is unusual. 
You have seen a lover waiting for his beloved. 
The beloved’s waiting for the lover is unsusal. 
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O heart, ask not for medicine from some sick people. 
Do not occupy yourself with some occupied people’s love. 
Stay around the threshold of dervishes, 


So that you become accepted by some accepted people. 
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Whosoever does not abandon his being in your party, 
Does not become drunk with the wine of your lips. 


Whosoever does not worship your face, like an idol, 
Does not become a believer in the religion of love. 
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The morning wind dancingly is coming. 
With tidings from my kind friend is coming. 
Let us rise and sit along the road. 


For the sound of the caravan’s bell is coming. 
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Last night as my story unfolded before my beloved, 
Every root of my hair began to sound. 
The night passed but my story did not finish. 
It was not the night’s fault. My story was long. 
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One brilliant gem is your soul and mine. 
No one can know what is hidden in you and me. 
O friend, there is no difference between you and me. 
It is a pity to let you and me stand between you and me. 


Chapter Five 
14th Century C.E. 
8th Century Hejri 
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Aldeddoleh Semnani 
(1261-1336 C.E.) 


] 

O Lord, how joyful this my lustrous heart is! 

It is as if my whole garment has turned into light. 
This my body is a niche for the lamp of God. 
Well done! How glamorous my rose-garden is! 
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The heart that is not in love is in real trouble. 
He who has no desire for the beloved’s union is miserable. 
I am desiring your union, 
But this work will not be done by only desiring. 
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O friend, since my love is keeping his promise and fidelity, 
Why should I be afraid of the magistrate and judge? 
Saqi, come and serve the wine from the cup of unity. 
Minstrel, play a tune because tonight is my night. 
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Your not seeing me is because of my confounded fortune. 
Otherwise, you always have your place in my sight. 
My not seeing you is because of your nearness. 
This, too, is the fault of my oppressed eyes. 
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Since it is impossible to take a breath without you, 
What commotion is in vain, my friend? 
You are with all while all are looking for you. 
Kindly explain this condition for me, my friend. 
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He who has his eyes on your face, O friend, 
Whatever he looks at is legitimate for him, O frend. 
How can he see any face but yours? 
Other than you is impossible in his eyes, O friend. 
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Do not allow your life to pass in wanting 
And your dear soul to go after a fancy. 


He who sat with you yesterday went away last night. 
He who has stayed today will go away tomorrow. 
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This our excitement and sama’ is not a pretence. 
This our dancing is not a game: 
Tell the ignorant ones, “O unaware ones, 
“A discourse can not be so long without any reason.” 
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I will break my heart if it breaks my promise to you, 
And expel it from the sphere of existence. 
I love my eyes for the purpose of seeing you. 
I will gouge them if they look at any other than you. 
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One morning my moon-faced sweetheart came up to me 
And whispered in my ear, “O my desired one, 


“You be nothing, so that I be everything. 
“You say nothing, so that I say everything.” 
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1] 
I will live happily if he sympathizes with me. 
I will be comfortable if he cares for me. 
I will be saved from the sorrow of both worlds 
If I inscribe his memory in my heart. 
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It is not a long way from here to him. 
Not a single instant was he ever far from us. 
Do not disclose secrets! It is not good. 
What is good is to love him secretly. 
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I said, “My darling, you are seated in my soul. 
“You know how powerless and helpless I am. 


“If I separate from you, where can I go?” 
He said, “You can never separate from me.” 
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If you listen to my advice and guidance, one day 
You will joyfully drink the wine of my beloved’s union. 
If you do not attach your heart to this world’s prostitute, 
You will take my beloved in your arms. 
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To build a hundred houses of worship 
Is not any better than making one heart happy. 
To enslave a free man with kindness, 
Is better than to free a thousand slaves. 
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If you drink the wine of my beloved’s union, 
You will forget your desire for the grape wine. 
And if you stop speaking ill of people, 
Your spirit will certainly be at peace. 
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Whom you intoxicate with the wine of love, 
You make him forget all other pleasures. 
You make him eloquent with zed in the unseen world, 


And make his tongue silent from speech. 
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Of the Ka’ba and the idol-temple, I am the goal. 
These words are not for strangers. 


Step in this field like a man, 
So that the truth of the myth can be revealed to you. 
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Khajuye Kermani 
(1290-1349 C.E.) 
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If you have obtained your heart’s desire, be happy. 
For this much is enough from the world. 
Know the value of this breath. For if you look carefully, 
Existence is but a breath, and this is that breath. 
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The heart is after a confidant while the sole confidant is He. 
The soul is unaware of it while the only companion is He. 
Although He is not empty of the world, 
The world is full of Him and all the world is He. 
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How long should I keep my frenzied heart in anguish, 

And keep my face painted with my heart’s blood? 

Since it is not certain how tomorrow will be, 

I shall enjoy my life right today. 
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That ruby which is the royal treasure, where is it? 

That water which is the liquid fire, where is it? 

In order for me to see the face of my soul clearly, 

That cup which is the mirror of the soul, where is it? 
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The day I leave this world with a doleful heart, 

When the heaven knocks the glass of my being on the rock, 


Let no one weep over my grave except the cup of wine. 
Let no one lament for me except the harp. 


Salman Savaji + 365 


(6 705 (5 pee Y*4-VYA) 

\ 

41g prey iL ADRS AK 5! 
4g) pwd 5 LST coe ob 8 
ols pi Kd cl digi & 59 po 
Ag pried (6 Ela ay 59 pal 9 


Salman Savaji 
(1310-1377 C.E.) 


1 
So many times I broke my repentance and remade it 
That repentance now cries out against me. 
Yesterday I broke a goblet over a repentance. 
Today I broke that repentance over a goblet. 
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O you, who are seeking God, come to yourself. 
Search him in yourself, for God is not separate from you. 


First come to yourself. For if you do so, 
By God, you will confess to the godhead of God. 
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Dervish, go take off the garb of appearance, 
So that you do not surrender to the outward form. 
Throw the old mat of poverty on your shoulder, 


And beat the drum of kingship under the mat. 
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My share from your cup of wine was headache only. 
My share from your garden was a thorn only. 


Of all the things that appear in the human vision, 
My share was the image of the Beloved only. 
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Obayd Zakani 
(d. 1370 CE.) 


1 
Some people pine for a faith or a doctrine. 
And some people pine for the houris of the heaven. 
I have wine, a lovely companion, and a garden like paradise. 
And all those people jealously pine for these. 
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2 
Obtain a corner in the street of poverty. 
Pick a bunch of crop from the field of life. 


Do not stay negligent in the old guest-house of the world. 
There is a road ahead of you, obtain some provisions. 
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I will withdraw from the affairs of the world 
And head to the Magians’ tavern and wine. 
So that the people of the world take their hands off me, 


I will make an excuse of insanity. 
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From my heart, yearning for your beauty will not go. 
From my breast, desire for your tress and mole will not go. 


It is amazing that in spite of all this flood of tears, 
From my eyes your image will not go. 
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Shams Maghrebi 
(1349-1407 C.E.) 


] 
Without staying up till dawn a few nights in quest of Him, 
And without taking a few steps outside their lower selves, 
Some common people, clothed like the special ones, 
Have soiled the names of some well-reputed persons. 
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Men are all in samd’, but the reed is not visible. 

The drunks can be seen, but the wine is not visible. 

A hundred caravans or more have traveled on this road. 

It is strange that no traces are visible. 
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In the monastery, you look for the direction of kebla. 
There you do all your prayers facing that direction. 
Seeking directions, you are unaware of the Directionless. 
Relinquish directions if you are seeking the Directionless. 
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O you, who are traveling in our path of love, 
You must let go of your [lower] self completely. 
As long as you are aware of yourself, you are unaware. 
You are aware when you are unaware of yourself. 
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The world is a veil over the face of our Beloved. 
It is a bubble in the ocean of his existence. 


In the eyes of the thirsty for the water of existence, 
The world is a mirage in the desert of quest. 
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I am going to get up and have some fun and excitement. 
I am going to throw myself in the Magains’ tavern. 
And from there find my way to a gambling house, 
And lose completely whatever I possess. 
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O you whose beauty is apparent in all appearances 
And whose eye is the seer of all views, 
From the light of your face and the darkness of your hair, 
Some people are all believers, others disbelievers. 
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Although you have come to the land of mortality, 
The land of transience and no permanence, 


You must endeavor to acquire immortality. 
For you have come here to obtain a visit . 
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There is no one from whom there is no path toward you. 
There is no stone, no clay, no straw devoid of your being. 
It is impossible to find a particle in this world 
In whose heart a moon is not shining by your light. 
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You are drunk by your own self and we by you. 
You are existent by your own self and we by you. 
In order for our connection with you to be total, 
We have all allowed our hands to be held by you. 
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If it is only He who exists throughout both worlds, 
Why did man become the kernel and the world the shell? 
The reason is that man is the pupil of the eye of God, 
Or that man is the mirror for the face of the Friend. 
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When I look at the faces of the fairy-faced ones, 
Except your face nothing appears in my sight. 
The beauty of your face, from every fairy-faced one, 
Appears in my eyes in a different way every moment. 
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Khaja Shamsuddin Hafez 
(1327-1390 C.E.) 
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Except your image nothing appeared in my view. 
Except your street no passage opened in front of me. 
Although everyone slept happily in your time, 

To tell the truth, my eyes did not sleep at all. 
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Pick up the pleasure-evoking wine and come. 
Secretly from the mean rival, strive and come. 


Do not listen to the enemy who says: “Sit down, don’t go!” 
Listen to these subtle words: “Get up and come!” 
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I said, “Your lip.” She said, “My lip is the water of life.” 
I said, “Your mouth.” She said, “Oh, a lump of candy!” 
I said, “Hafez’s words were uttered for you 
She said, “Joy to all the speakers of subtlties.” 
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That beauty, whose stature truly resembles a cypress, 
Was making her face up with a mirror in her hand. 
I gave her a towel as a present. She said: 
“Are you seeking union with me? You must be dreaming.” 
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You are the full moon for whom the sun is a slave. 
The sun grew radiant since it became your slave. 
It is from the rays of the light of your face 


That the sun has become radiant and the moon shining. 
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Everyday another burden falls upon my heart, 
And another thorn of separation penetrates my eye. 
I keep struggling while the destiny tells me: 
There is another work beyond your ability. 
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My moon, whose face became radiant like the sun, 
And whose Khatt the stream of Kosar surrounded, 


Threw every heart in the pit of his chin, 
And then sealed the top of the pit with ambergris. 
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Tonight, I will sleep in the middle of blood 
And out of the bed of safety while longing for you. 
If you do not believe me, send your vision over, 


So that it can see how I sleep without you! 
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Neither the story of that elegant candle can be told, 
Nor the state of the consumed heart can be told. 
The sorrow in my heart is there because I have no friend 
With whom I can tell the sorrow of my heart. 
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First he kindly gave me the wine of union. 
When I became drunk, he gave me the wine of cruelty. 


With my eyes full of water and my heart of fire, 
I became the dust of his road, he cast me to the wind. 
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Neither the wealth of the world is worth its cruelty, 
Nor the pleasure of its intoxication worth its pain. 
Nor the seven thousand years of joy in the world 


Is worth the trouble of seven days of suffering. 
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12 
Any friend who boasted of loyalty became an enemy. 
Any pious one there was became impious. 
They say the night is pregnant. How strange! 
She did not see a man. How did she become pregnant? 
\v 


O95 jlo aS JF art og 
Ooh ile TIS 50 lye & S55 
le asl aS ST Jo él 
Spb jd pas aibinee pos 59 po 
13 
When the rosebud turns into a flask of wine, 
The narcissus makes a goblet in her desire for the wine. 


Free is that person’s heart who, like a bottle, 
Throws his head at the entrance of the tavern. 
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Beside a stream with wine one must be, 
And aside from sorrow one must be. 
This our lifetime is ten days long, like that of the rose. 
Lips smiling and face refreshing one must be. 
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This rose from beside a kindred spirit is coming. 
Much happiness from it to my heart is coming. 
The reason I always keep this rose with me is that 
From its color someone’s scent is coming. 
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Expect anything from the wheel of time. 
Tremble like a willow at the revolution of time. 


You said there was no color beyond black. 
If so, why did then my black hair tum white? 
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On these days of youth wine is preferable. 
With young adults pure wine is preferable. 
The world from end to end is a ruined inn. 
In a ruined place being ruined is preferable. 
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18 
The comely ones of the world can be hunted with gold. 
Happily and joyously their fruit can be eaten with gold. 
The narcissus, which is the crowned one of the world, 
Behold how she, too, lowered her head with gold. 
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19 
Flood surrounded the ruins of life. 
The cup of life began to fill. 


Wake up, O Khdja! For the porter of time is pulling 
Your chattles gradually out of the house of life. 
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20 
Do not blame poor me for the love of the beloved’s face. 
Nor blame the drunken heart-wounded rends. 
Sufi, since you know the custom of the wayfarers, 
Do not place much reliance on the rends. 
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21 
I hung on her tress supplicantly and said: 
“Solve the problem of this lovelorn me!” 
She said, “Take my lip and let go of my tress. 
“Hang on to pleasant living, not on to a long life.” 
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22 
Your eyes, whose master is the Sorcerer of Babylon, 
Would that they forgot their sorcery! 
Your ears, whose rings are made of beauty, 
Would that they made pearl-rings from Hafez’s verse! 
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O friend, do not support the cruelty of the enemy. 
Drink pure wine in front of a beautiful face. 
Bare your breast before the people of merit. 


And stay away from the unworthy people completely. 
yf 
Jle> 4 ola bi a5 ol, 
SE GSte ol 25 p2 oF j dole o9e 
2 GI GE 5 Ao dew 50 
JY5 Sl jo oj Siw duu 
24 
When that moon, who is peerless in beauty 
And has a musky mole, takes off his clothes, 
One can see his heart in his transparent chest, 
Like a granite stone in limpid water. 
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When the zephyr became the rose’s nurse in the garden, 
It adorned the rose like a beautician. 
If you could choose to move between the sun and the shade, 
Look for a sun-faced one and the shade of the rose. 
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Do not withdraw your lips from the bowl’s lip 
Until it grants your desire from the world. 
Since bitter and sweet are mixed in the world’s bowl, 
Take the sweet from love’s lip and bitter from the bowl’s. 
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27 . 
In desire for your kiss and embrace I died. 
Pining for your juicy ruby I died. 
To make a long story short, 
Come back, come back, while waiting for you I died. 
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28 
I wasted my whole life in pursuit of my goal. 
What benefit have I got from the revolution of the sky? 
Whoever I called my friend became my enemy. 
Oh, what a luck, what a luck I have! 
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Of the product of life, I have nothing but suffering. 
Of the good and bad of love, I have nothing but suffering. 
I saw no faithful companion except pain, 
No intimate spouse I have but suffering. 
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30 
The veiled rosebud is ashamed of you. 
The languishing narcissus is amazed at you. 
How can the rose dare to claim equality with you? 
For it has its light from the moon, and the moon from you. 
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31 
Your eyes, from which enchantment and wizardry rain, 
Alas, the arrows of war from them rain. 


You took offence from your companions too quickly. 
Oh, what a heart you have, from which stones rain! 
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O wind, tell her my story secretly. 
Tell her my heart’s secret in a hundred tongues. 
Tell her, but not in a way that may offend her. 


Speak to her and between the words tell her my story. 
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O you, in whose tress’s shade the jasmine is nurtured, 
And in whose lips’ rubies the pearl of Eden is cultured, 
Like your lips, nourish my soul constantly 
With the wine which is a soul nurtured in the body. 
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You said, “I will be yours, have no anxiety. 
“Let your heart rejoice and focus your mind on patience.” 


Where is patience and what heart? What they call a heart 
Is a drop of blood with a thousand anxieties. 
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35 
Put that pleasure-capturing cup in my hand. 
Put that sweetheart-like goblet in my hand. 
That wine, which twists around itself like a chain, 
Bring forth and put in my hand, for I am mad. 
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A jolly sweetheart and a harp and a reed, 
A cozy corner, some leisure time, and a glass of wine. 
When my veins and vessels become warm with wine, 
I will not care a barley-corn for Hatam Tai. 
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I wish my luck cooperated with me, 
And the friend helped me against the cruelty of time. 


When youth stole the bridle out of my hand, 
I wish the old age could stand fast like a stirrup. 
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If you fall into this net like me, 
Many a time shall you be ruined by the cup of wine. 


Iam a lover, a rend, a drunkard, and a world-renouncer. 
Do not sit beside me, or else you will lose your good name. 
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From the fire of my charming idol’s love, 

A constant flame has fallen in my breast. 

The wing-scorched moth knows my condition. 

You are not cooked, what do you know about my fire? 


> 387 + 
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O you who seek me, search in yourself your desired one. 
Know yourself and come to yourself for a while. 
If you are an honest lover, do not call the One two. 
You will be a blasphemer if you say there are two gods. 
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In the world-viewing cup behold all. 
Then of your existence inform all. 
You said the thought of the other is in your heart. 
Do yourself a favor. Expel from your house all. 
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The knowledge that cleans you of / and we, 
The man of God calls it divine knowledge. 


If you want all the filth to be cleaned from you, 
Get up, wash the garment of existence, and come. 
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Discover the light of God in my eyes. 
Come to the ocean and look for my real being. 
Search for the sultan of the palace of unity. 
And if there is any pain in your heart, ask for remedy. 
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The world is like a mirage that looks like water. 
It is a phantom or an apparition seen in a dream. 
In the ocean of existence, look at my eyes 
That make the water of life look like a bubble. 
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Love is what makes lovers live. 
It is the light that makes the sun shine. 


Anything that you find in the open or in the secret 
Exists and is sustained by love. 


390 + A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiydt 


A 
Cold ILS (28 Le dao 50 
cals oo wilty, AS Cane yg 
din | los cS bi a> yo 50 
cel TF odd Fd odo Cpl jl prd9, 
8 
The impression of his image is apparent in my eyes. 
Its radiance is the light of my sight. 
My eye sees God at anything it looks. 
Who else has a sharper eye than this? 
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The dawn, morning, nightingale, and rose-garden are one. 
The beloved, love, lover, and sweetheart are one. 
However I look inside the house, 
The circle, the center, and the compasses are one. 
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In my faith, the lover and the beloved are one. 
The aspiration, the aspirer, and the aspired are one. 
They tell me: “Seek His Essence!” What room is there 
For seeking? For the seeker and the sought are one. 
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If I am killed by his love’s sword, there is no need to grieve. 
If I die in his desire, there is no need to lament. 
If they pull out these ragged clothes off my head, 
I will still have God’s gift of the divine garment. 
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Worshiping from ignorance is nothing but temptation. 
The rules of acquiring yearning are not found in school. 
You will not become a gnostic through logic and geometry. 
The logic and reason of love are not found in geometry. 
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13 
This essence, which is the essence of all appearances, 
Is that essence which is the reality of man. 


It can be seen in the mirror of my eyes. 
But what shall I do? It is hidden from the eyes. 
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The heart is like a pigeon and the shdhed like an eagle. 
Do not suspect that the Shaykh is a shdhed-lover. 
If you behold the shahed with your inner eye, 
The door of God opens to you from the shdhed’s face. 
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He has opened every door before your heart, 
And has laid a pleasant treasure inside your heart. 
In slavery to him, I became free from the world. 
Blessed is the slave who is so free as this. 
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The friend who is aware of our hearts 
Each time has a different attitude toward us. 


Weare standing with thirsty lips at the lip of the ocean. 
How strange that the ocean’s lip is thirstier than ours! 
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The mirror of the Divine Presence is your heart. 
The royal treasury with its treasures is your heart. 
The heart is an ocean containing an orphan pearl. 


The pearl of such an oyster as I want is your heart. 
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The royal treasury with its treasures is your heart. 
The manifestation of God’s grace is your heart. 
Ask of your heart for all the perfections of being. 
For whatever you desire is in your heart. 
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You have called a picture of your mind your knowledge. 
This is for the enjoyment of the mouth and the tongue. 


Although the intellect traveled far on this road, 
It did not see Joseph but only his shirt. 
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How pleasant the nightingale’s lament in our rose-garden is! 
How pleasant drinking wine in the season of roses is! 
You say how pleasant the worshipping of God is. 
Drink wine and see how pleasant the drinking of wine is! 
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21 
Essence, attribute, and action all belong to him. 
The existence of the whole creation is by his command. 
The order and the chaos of the world are due to 
His states of unity and diversity. 
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In the eyes of rends, the world is like a wine-cup. 
The SAqi, the drinker, and the wine-cup are all Him. 


Bubbles, waves, and the sea are all water for us. 
When is the bowl of a bubble empty of water? 
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Losing and finding are both up to you. 
Either truth or falsehood is of your own doing. 
You say that you have found your lost idol. 
The joy of your finding is the result of your losing. 
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24 
When love came, reason packed up and left. 
Reason broke the promise it had made and left. 
When the poor slave saw the king walk in drunk, 
He jumped to his feet and left. 
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The reflector of the essence and attributes is a fine mirror. 
How can any image except His appear in it? 
Any cup of wine my Saqi gives is 
A world-viewing cup, filled with the water of life. 
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Rends do not speak of being and non-being. 
Nor do they speak of the transient and the permanent. 
They are always companions of the cup of wine. 
They drink wine but do not brag about it every moment. 
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Any wine which is from Allah the Exalted, 
Is given at dawn without being obliged to Saqi. 
If you wish to obtain the perfection of mystical knowledge, 
Cross over your ego so that you can enter your real self. 
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He is a rend who is not desirous of existence. 
Having gone beyond his ego, he is not an egotist. 


In the street of the Magians’ tavern, 
He constantly drinks wine but does not act drunkenly. 
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In your love, no joy and no sorrow remained for me. 
In your union, no gain and no loss remained for me. 
One ray of your manifestation made me so that 


Neither good nor bad, nor much nor little remained for me. 
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30 
My heart has a desire for the company of a lovely one. 
She wants to be involved with the Saqi and drunkenness. 
She wanders like a drunk nightingale in the meadow. 
She is after a rosy-cheeked one, as it were. 
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His being in its perfection granted me my being. 
His grace in its generosity sweetened me with his presence. 


He wanted me so that I would make him manifest. 
I wanted him so that he would give me my being. 
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In our assembly, where wine cannot be avoided, 
It is impossible to explain His love to reason. 
Since He is the reality of the being of all things, 
It is impossible to understand the being of anything. 
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We would spend another lifetime thinking of you, 
And end another life aspiring for you. 
With all our souls, we are longning for you. 
Come back, for we cannot wait another moment for you. 
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Where is the heart that would understand his secrets? 
Where is the ear that would hear his words from me? 


The Beloved is showing His face day and night. 
Where is the eye that would delight in seeing his face? 


Abulvafa Kharazmi + 399 


(523 319> Wallop! 
(5705 ope AYO) 


\ 

ile ule 9 Sie Jie 95 Sl I 
pslaiz dee aS Few aie gle ae 
Soe 9 59) 9 HH 59) O9e 
ley 99> older 5 69) 5 


Abulvafa Kharazmi 
(d. 1432 C.E.) 
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You are the reason of reason and the soul of soul. 
But why say such words? You are much more than these. 
Because the light of your face veils your face, 
You are hidden from the eyes, being so glaringly apparent. 
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Although many forms appear to your eyes, 
If you look carefully, it is One which is repeated. 


If we have any power or action, it is not from us. 
It is because God has manifested himself through us. 
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As long as I have been, never was I separate from you. 
And this is the proof of my happy fortune. 
When I am nonexistent, I am invisible in your essence. 
When I am existent, I am visible in your light. 
fF 


Ne Cas IST 9 Glgi Cee gl 
G6 Jal ogg og Ke 
OWE Az 9 SAT az dom Coos! 
ohis wt Se rob i> Jal S 
4 
He is hidden and the world is apparent. 
Yet the mystics’ testimonies are different. 
He is all, whether hidden or apparent. 
If you are a man of Truth, know none but the One. 
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In love seek no purpose except love! 
Let life and the universe go, and seek no recovery! 


He who had no loss will have no profit. 
If you have not had any loss, seek no gain! 
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You are in my soul, yet I am far from you. 
My eyes are illumined by you, yet I am blind before you. 
To whom could occur a more difficult event than this 
That you be with me and I be separate and distant from you? 
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He who has no hidden pain in his breast, 
Looks alive but has no soul. 
Go seek the pain! For the disease of painlessness 
Is an illness with no cure whatsoever. 
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In the creed of the one whose wisdom is complete, 
Existents are erected upon but nonexistence. 


Unless you become nonexistent, you will not exist. 
Because what is called nonexistence is existence. 
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See what love said to reason: 
I am Elias, the Immortal; and you Moses, the Interlocutor. 
If you want to benefit from my company, 


Put aside all objections and surrender. 
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Desiring and granting of the desire are both from you. 
So are the woe of the woeful and the joy of the joyful. 
Any door which is opened or closed, 
But your absolute power opened not and closed not. 
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Because it could not possibly see behind the veils, 

Reason asked love from behind the curtain: 


“As long as a wayfarer exists, his existence is an obstacle; 
“And if he becomes nonexistent who benefits of the union?” 
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He who is concerned about fame or infamy 
Is still incomplete in the path of love. 
My heart has been burning in the fire of love all my life, 
But, alas, it is still uncooked. 
\Y 


a> 9 OE ps 5 Jo Gl 6 SKE 
ob! 69) oleae Gb gt ons 
Sr gp Ht 5 Sp LE 
OLS 5 oa rt ne aS Qe GI) 
13 
O heart, unless you give up life and the universe, 
That Soul of the World will not reveal his face to you. 
As long as you are aware of your own existence, 


You are unaware of the existences beyond imagination. 
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Stop talking and be silent! 
For strangers enter your heart by way of words. 


Your heart is the house of Truth. 
Take care no one be there but God. 
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O you, whose secret is in every confidant’s heart, 
And whose door of blessing is open all the time, 
When does anyone who comes in need to your door 
Ever return disappointed from it? 
\F 


99 F Joo G clas cage 
29 9F Jo CdSe (563 oI 
GAL 2, 19 Ger p89 Jol> SF 
99,5 Jo clal> 9 isp Spare 
16 
Make an effort to make a true heart of your heart. 
Let your master of difficult skills be your heart. 
If you do not carry a book in the path of love, 
You will be the carried and your heart the carrier. 
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O heart, become free and let everything go. 
Be not chained to the body, let life go. 
Be little, wash the book of knowledge and art. 
Lose yourself, let the marks and signs go. 
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If you have no patience for pain and tribulation, 
Go close the book of poverty and inexistence. 
Forget the story of renunciation, devotion, and liberation. 
Beware of carelessly using such terms of expression! 
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His vision came to me in the middle of the night. 
“| shall offer my heart and soul at your feet,” said I. 
“What heart? What soul? What do you own?” said he. 
“It is easy to be generous with other people’s possessions.” 
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An amazing world outside your world exists, 
To describe which no word or phrase exists. 
The cause of all causes is from there. 
Yet there neither cause nor effect exists. 
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All borders and boundanes are from the boundless. 
All names and signs are from the signless. 
The place from where space and time have originated, 
There neither space nor time is visible. 
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In this incomparable joy of mine, it is all right if I whirl, 
Like the blue sky, and against the jealous one’s wish. 
For the reason that my essence and attnbutes 
Came into existence from His pure essence and attributes. 
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Without the will and command of the generous God, 
Nothing came into being from nonbeing. 


Since He is the willer and all else the willed, 
I am always happy and pleased with my own being. 
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I am free from the chains of bondages. 
Because I was bom from the Absolute Being. 
Since my being is effected by his Being, 
I am ever pleased with my being. 
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Since I freed myself from the people’s habits and customs, 
My life has always been according to my wish. 
If I show myself sad in appearance, 
It is intentional. Otherwise I am happy indeed. 
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I am cheerful and joyful that from the King of kings 
A messenger comes to me secretly every moment and says: 


“Stay in this prison a few more days yet 
“Before I deliver you from this life and world.” 
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O you who are the goal of all nations, 
You are higher than being and free from nonbeing. 
The seeing reason is blind in your way. 
The eloquent self is mute in your description. 
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Whoever fell in the valley of amazement like me, 
Cast his reason, faith, and heart to the wind like me. 
His faith became blasphemy, and his blasphemy faith, 
Until he inevitably became free from both like me. 
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O you whose face is visible in every mirror, 
You who are your own face’s mirror, 


You yourself see your own face in every mirror. 
You yourself speak and hear in every language. 
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O you who alone exist in both worlds, 
You are higher than imagination and beyond doubt. 


Although you are the reality behind every sign, 
Your only sign is that you have no sign. 
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Abdurrahman Jami 
(1414-1493 C.E.) 
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Who is visible in the forms of water and earth except you? 
Who is hidden inside the heart and soul except you? 

You said, “Polish your heart from everything except me.” 
O Soul of the world, who exists in both worlds except you? 
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My days in suffering for this decrepit world passed. 
My nights in desiring for what is and what isn’t passed. 
A lifetime, each moment of which was worth a world, 
To put it in a nutshell, in having futile thoughts passed. 
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How pleasant it would be if we were free from 
The fetters of egotism and from misery and poverty! 
How pleasant if free from the sorrow of the prison of being, 
We could see the peaceful and open space of nonbeing! 
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It is a pity, O my beloved friend, 
To see you with these sorrowful eyes of mine. 


Enter my eyes and take off your veil. 
See your face yourself but through my eyes. 
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If I close my eyes, I am happy with your thought. 
If I open my eyes, I relish your beautiful features. 
In short, whether I am awake or asleep, 
I am always happy watching your beauty. 
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Because of you I have a spring cloud in the eye, 
And a blooming tulip-field in the face. 
Do me a favor, take off the veil from your face, 
For I have a great expectation from you. 
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O Lord, make me needless of both worlds, 
And honor me with the crown of poverty. 


In the path of the quest, make me confidant to your secrets. 
And turn me back from the way which does not lead to you. 
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O khdja, settle down in the street of the men of heart. 
Acquire a heart beside the men of heart. 
If you want to see the face of the Eternal Beloved, 


Your mirror is your heart, turn your face toward your heart. 
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O Lord, the beauty of the moon-faced idols is from you. 
And our hearts’ tendency toward them is from you. 
O Lord, our hearts bled because of them. 


Should we complain of them, of ourselves, or of you? 
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O you, from whom my ears are full but my eyes empty, 
It would be nice if you stepped into the eye from the ear. 


You are the pupil of the eye, not the ring of the ear. 
Come from the ear to the eye, for you are better in the eye. 
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I am weeping blood. How can I hide it from you? 
Why do I have these two tearful eyes for? 
Although my heart is rejoicing at your union, 
It has a hundred misgivings from the fear of disunion. 
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If a rose occurs to your heart, you will become a rose; 
And if a restless nightingale, you will become a nightingale. 
You are a part, He is the whole. If you make a habit to think 
Of the whole for a while, you will become the whole. 
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O you whose face is toward the gebla of idols, 
Why has a shell become the veil over the keel for you? 
It is not good for you to let your heart go after this and that. 
You have one heart. One beloved is enough for you. 
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The neighbor, the companion, and co-traveler are all him. 
Under the beggar’s rags and the king’s silk-robe is all him. 


In the assembly of fagr and the seclusion of meditation, 
It is all him. By God, it is all him. 


Chapter Seven 


16th Century C.E. 
roth Century Hejri 
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Baba Faghani Shirazi 
(d. 1519 C.E.) 
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A cup of wine, Saqi! For I will be gone. 
Amazed and drunk, I will be gone. 

When I arrived, I was not aware of anything. 
When I depart, the same way I will be gone. 
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The autumn scattered gold in the meadow, drink wine! 
Make your face like the red rose with grape wine. 
For many with statures like cypress and cheeks like tulip 


Come out of the dust and go with the wind. 
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Those who kept the eternal secrets hidden 
Pierced the pearl of unity in the seclusion of their hearts. 


If it had not been against their guardianship and politeness, 
They would have told the subtlety which was worth telling. 
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Mir Nosrat Kermani 
(d. 1514C.E.) 
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Alas, what I have won must be lost. 

All that is learned must be unlearned. 

I have discarded everything which had to be taken. 
I have taken everything which must be discarded. 
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Ahli Shirazi 
(1454-1536 C.E.) 
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O SAqi, my heart, which could not tell joy from sorrow, 
Of the pleasures of the world, has known nothing but wine. 
Give wine, for the breath of the morning wine is life-giving. 
None but the Messiah knew the value of this breath. 
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SAqi, ruby wine is the food for spirit for me. 
Your face is the sun of the moming for me. 


Rise! For one moment of dying at your feet is 
Better than a thousand lifetimes of Noah for me. 
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A cup of wine, Saqi! For the world’s affairs are nothing. 
These arguments, conflicts, and tumults are nothing. 
When the storm of annihilation breaks the ship of life, 


This whole world and all our gains from it are nothing. 
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A cup of wine, SAqi! To the orchard I will not go. 
Without you, to the paradise I will not go. 
As long as I have my head, my feet will walk on this way. 
As long as I live, out of the beloved’s lane I will not go. 
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A cup of wine, Saqi! For the world is but one breath. 
And this one breath better be spent beside someone. 


Good people are the flowers of the world, the rest weeds. 
Sit beside a branch of flowers, not throns and weeds. 
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The life spent in the sleep of negligence, 
How can one count it as living? 


If you ever realize the thrill of wakefulness, 
You may not fall asleep again from enthusiasm. 
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Fekri Khorasani 
(d. 1566 C.E.) 
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Become annihilated and acquire the realm of eternity. 
He reached to the friend who became free from himself. 
A bubble is bewildered because of its being. 

The moment its being is gone, it merges with the ocean. 
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Like a pen on the page of existence, we are passing. 
Having written about our sorrows, we are passing. 
In this tumultuous ocean, which has no boundaries, 
Constantly, like waves, one after another, we are passing. 
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The wealth which is to be cherished is love. 
The fame which is the sign of respectability is love. 
You are imperfect without perfect love. 


In the creed of lovers, perfection is love. 
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From the country of being, we needs must go. 
We have come late, and soon we needs must go. 


Whoever stuck his head out of this ocean like a bubble, 
As soon as he opened his eye, he needs must go. 
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Without you the purple wine is poison. 
Without you the immortal life is death. 
Like the wine drunk outside the friends’ party, 
Life is bitter and forbidden without you. 
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O you, who are passing through the orchard, 
Open your eyes if you have any awareness of yourself! 
Every bud is the fingertip of a beloved, dyed with henna. 
Every blossoming branch is the forearm of an elegant youth. 
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O Lord, help me become free from existence, 
From the vanity of the self and the shame of unawareness. 


I mean, make me selfless by the wine of yearning, 
So that I become free from the chain of selfishness. 
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The bride of the world is adored continuously. 
Every moment someone’s heart is somehow stolen. 
We are unaware that the sun and the moon have agreed 


To carry our lives to their ends through days and nights. 
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Those who transcend the bondage of / and we, 
And leave the thoughts of trade and profit behind, 
Become prominent like the sun, 
For they step on the head of the world and rise above it. 
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O secluded one, look at the magical eyes. 
And see a ringlet of hair in the ring of incantation. 
How long shall you face the mehrdb of prayers? 
Quit the prayers and look at the arch of an eyebrow. 
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O comfort of the soul, I am tired of life without you. 
I am chained by your chains [of hair]. 
I looked at you only once and gave my soul. 
Look! For I am dying for one look. 
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In the tavern, they are calling for love. 
Lovers in their privacy are singing of love. 
O heart, may life be forbidden to you without love. 
For the reason that life is for the sake of love. 
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Whom the destiny put in the crowd of lovers, 
Is free from mosques and synagogues. 


For the frenzied of love, there is no union or disunion. 
For the one without self, there is no heaven or hell. 
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That cypress who has hoisted the flag of beauty, 
Who has made her face, like a candle, the color of the tulip, 
Who has made the white of her eyes rosy with wine, 
Has set fire to the houses of the people. 
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O Ascetic, obtain some pure, purple wine. 
Obtain the substance of the immortal life. 
What good is it to ever hold a rosary in your hand? 
Hold in your hand the string of the immortal love. 
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The world never gives you the wine of union 
Without punishing you with the pain of a hangover. 


If you have a chance to rejoice this moment, do! 
For you may not have another chance the next moment. 
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17 
Your Majnun could not tell a mountain from a desert. 
The frenzied of love could not tell head from foot. 


Whoever found his way to you became lost to himself. 
Whoever came to know you became unknown to himself. 
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Sahabi Astarabadi 
(d. 1602 CE.) 


l 

Hasten to open your eyes up to yourself, 
And to wipe out the rust from your mirror! 
Even though you are not able to see him, 
He is able to show himself to you. 
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2 
The people of perception, who are alive eternally, 
Are released from fear and free from hope. 
At whatever they look, they see him. 
The particles of the world are mirrors of the sun. 
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3 
Your union, in any manner they describe it, is good. 
Your road, in any way they walk it, is good. 
Your face, in any eye they see it, is pleasant. 
Your name, in any language they say it, is good. 
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Suffering is bad, but its results are good. 
The nights’ darkness is bad, but their dawns are good. 


The world is good because it is His work. 
The matchmaker is not good, her news is. 
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The universe is roaring with There is no God but He 
The unaware suspects one person enemy another friend. 
The sea has waves in itself. 
The twig [riding the waves] imagines this struggle is hers. 
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6 
Those who drink the wine of love 
Forget everything but the one they love. 
He who is given a tongue is denied vision. 
He who is given vision is denied speech. 
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To believe in Unity is to shine like the sun. 
Why fear these people who have the nature of bats? 


If these are the people, there is no need for seclusion. 
What need is there to hide from the blind? 
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Behold, see that face in this mirror, 
See the existence of this side from that side. 


If this veil of illusion is removed from before you, 
However you look at the creation, you see Him. 
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Fayz Fayyazi 
(1547-1596 C.E.) 


l 

One must strive in the path of love, 

And always turn his face toward the primordial sun. 
Since the Truth makes its appearance in all directions, 
From what direction should one tur his face away? 
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O Lord, give me strength to walk on the road of Unity. 
Give me a yearning for the secret place of freedom. 
Grant me an affection for the mystery of Truth. 
Grant me a freedom from the bondage of imitation. 
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It is not that I do not know the earth and the sky, 
Or the arrow of fate and the secret of destiny. 
These eighteen thousand worlds and all that exists in them, 
It is better not to know if I do not know you. 
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4 
That essence of which reason saw a sign, you are not. 
The light the eye of imagination saw, you are not. 


Except light you are not, but when I look carefully, 
The light which can be seen by these eyes, you are not. 
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Vahshi Bafaqi 
(d. 1583 C.E.) 


1 
Vahshi who always tends toward the cup of wine, 
What work does he have except drinking wine? 
His gourd is always full of pure wine. 
That is to say, he always has wine in his head. 
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Heaven wanted to kill me bitterly 
Without putting the wine of pleasure in my cup. 


He put me in the hands of your separation’s ececutor, 
So that he kill me with utmost torment. 
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My beloved went away and made me a captive of sorrow. 
He left me with the pain of a wounded heart. 
How can I go to the meadow where, without my love, 


The wind of the spring bursts my heart open like a rosebud? 
Ff 
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4 
Alas! One cannot make the fire of the heart visible. 
One cannot speak of the hidden fire to anyone. 
What I saw from the cruelty of separation, 
Even one episode of it cannot be told in one hundred years. 
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5 
How long should I recall the hardship of your sorrow? 
And lament quietly in your separation? 


It is time I took my hand off my mouth 
And shouted a thousand cries in your sorrow. 


Chapter Eight 
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Shaykh Baha’i 
(1546-1621 C.E.) 


1 

Because of your love, O my houri-faced idol, 

Iam so lost I cannot tell my feet from my head. 

I said if I lose my heart and faith, I'll be free from sorrow. 
I lost both, but the sorrow is still there. 


> 433 


434 < A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiyat 


y 
Le ilo 5 Jax 5 Jae Jie os! 
be giles py 5 pile c45 pm,0 
be gilding orm 9 fir 59 ce 
le alu yp O> 095 py 
2 
O reason who are ashamed of my ignorance, 
Many people are confused about my distracted mind. 
With my arms holding an idol and forehead in prostration, 
The disbeliever laughs at my being a Moslem. 
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Both rich and poor are trampled by the agony of the world 
Which makes the hearts of its captives sore. 
Its sting is more injurious than the potion of death. 
Its honey, if you look carefully, is all sting. 
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The sweet-spoken one, from whose lips life 
And from her dishevelled hair blasphemy was pouring, 


If the Shaykh could understand the irreligion of her hair, 
He would pour black dirt over the head of his religion. 
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Yesterday the Magians’ master lit the fire of conversation, 
Found about my faith, and felt pity for me. 
He cut a piece from the cloak of unbelief, 


Brought it over, and patched it on the sleeve of my belief. 
id 
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6 
Haji runs around, circumambulating the Ka’ba. 
He has done well in his ceremonies of Hajj, 
Except that he has failed in his pilgrimage. 


For he has sacrificed other than himself in the Friend’s way. 
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Last night I saw an ascetic drunk in a tavern, 
A rosary around the neck and a cup of wine in hand. 
I asked the reason for his being in a tavern. He replied: 
“From the tavern, too, there is a path toward God.” 
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In my devotion’s farm, not a single plant has remained. 
Nothing but a lament and sigh has remained. 
I was asleep when my life was in crop. 
Now that I have woken up not a single straw has remained. 
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9 
Words that remove sorrow from your heart 
Must be used in speaking to the broken-hearted. 
Any glass that breaks loses its value, 
Except the glass of the heart that gains in value. 
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10 
Lovers disdain to be with anyone but the Friend. 
They cry and wail in their desperate desire for the friend. 


Those who worship for the sake of paradise are not lovers. 
They are after their own interests. 
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He whose heart is in turmoil with love, 
Any story he says is wholly fascinating. 
You seldom listen to the lovers’ story. 
Listen! Listen! Their story is interesting. 
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Unless you become naught, you’re not admitted into being. 
You will not be given this high rank with your low effort. 
Like a candle, if you do not resolve to bum, 
You are not given the radiance of light. 
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13 
Whoever goes to the Friend’s door in love, 
All attachments leave his heart forever. 


A hundred years of prayers by the monastery’s ascetic 
Is sacrificed for a lover’s supplication. 


438 < A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiydc 


\F 
jac JY (ol Slaaad iS aS pirat 
M9597 9 beg 50 zh ol 
JSS Syd col oles 45 Las 
they ABOE Le pal Cel Gye 5 99> Gl 
14 
I said, ““O rosy-cheeked one, if I be united with you, 
“I will offer my life as a present.” 
He said, “Stop this meddling, Baha’i. 
“Your life itself is from me. Bring another present.” 
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15 
Take some profit from the lovers’ lamentation. 
Let the pain and grief for the Friend be your medication. 
From the Beloved’s home to you, O feeble-footed one, 
The distance is but one step. Take that step! 
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16 
For sometime, I dallied among the people, and neither 
Smelt the scent nor saw the color of fidelity from them. 


It is better that I hide from the eyes of the people, 
Like water in glass and fire in stone. 
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For some time, I went around in these schools 
And asked of the wise many subtle questions. 
Not one subtlety that had a sign of love 


Did I ever hear from a theologian. 
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Although I am the rend of the street and bazaar, 
O Khdja, do not think that I am worthless. 
The secret which was given to Solomon’s Asaf, 
I possess, but I will not give it to just anyone. 
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O heart, who fell from the school to the tavern 
And became a stranger among the ascetics, 


Thank God you reached somewhere in your career. 
A hundred thanks that you fell to the good in the end. 
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O Wheel of the sky, friend of the ignorant, 
Every moment you rain grief upon the learned. 
A burden of grief from you always weighs upon my heart. 


Apparently you consider me one of the learned. 
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From the disaster of these tumultuous times, 
Rise and escape wherever you can. 
And if your feet are not able to escape, 
At least, hang on to the skirt of seclusion with your hands. 
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Happy is the one who called for the grail of unity 
And freed his mind from mathematics and biology. 


Happy is the one whose mind was not lost in the sky, 
Nor his thought troubled over the nature of elements. 
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23 
I can achieve nothing of this imperfect being of mine. 
It is as if my proving adds to my negation. 
Perhaps I can attain to some being through non-being. 
Because the negation of the negative results in positive. 
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Blessed was the night when that intoxicated beloved 
Came to plunder my heart with a sword in hand! 


He found me already plundered and was ashamed, 
So he sat beside me in order to get over his shame. 
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Mohammad Dérashkuh 
(1615-1659 C.E.) 


] 
I have not seen a particle separate from the sun. 
Every drop of water is identical with the sea. 
By what name should one call God? 
Any name that exists is one of the names of God. 
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O you, who search for God everywhere, 
By God, you are one with God, not separate from him. 


This quest of yours is like that of a drop of water, 
Which searches for the sea in the middle of water. 
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Without you, what peace and calm do I have? 
Since I am lost in you, what name do I have? 
Besides desiring you, what desire do I have? 
Since you have become my goal, what other goal do I have? 
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4 
That for whose sake the wheel of the sky is revolving, 
That in whose description angels are bewildered, 
That for which the Earth has become like a carpet, 
That thing is in front of the honorable Man. 
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What does your piety matter to God? 
What value does your fake coin have for God? 


You must know God as identical with your own self. 
What good is your annihilation for God? 
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In both worlds, I have nothing but my Beloved. 
There is no king-of-kings like my King. 
If the veil drops off the reality, my friend, 
It will be known that nothing exists but my Beloved. 
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Every moment a new ecstasy comes to lovers. 
They are themselves leaders, not followers. 
Lions do not eat anything but their own hunt. 


Foxes eat the crumbs and the remnant meat. 
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An 4ref will adorn your heart and soul. 
The thorn which he plucks replaces with a flower garden. 
A perfect man will bring everyone out of imperfection. 
A thousand candles can be lit from one candle. 
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I have a pain that has no remedy at all. 
I have a blasphemy that has no sign of faith. 
For his sake, I became estranged from everything. 
To be true to the bleoved is not easy. 
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Whatever you turn your face to, he is in your sight. 
Why do you prescribe blindness to yourself? 
Since God told you, Any direction you face [you see him] 
You must turn your face toward yourself, too. 
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11 
If you want to join the people of perception, 
You must move from speech to state. 


You will not be a Unitarian by repeating the word unity. 
The word sugar will not make your mouth sweet. 
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Sarmad KAashani 
(d. 1660 C.E.) 


] 
Sarmad, who was made drunk with the wine of love, 
Was carried up high, then brought down low. 
He wanted soberiety and God-worshipping. 
They made him drunk and turned him to an idol-worshipper. 
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My crazy heart was not content with its fate. 
It did not rest from devising and planning. 
The days of youth went, yet the passion stayed. 
I grew old, but my desire did not. 


Sarmad Kashani + 447 


y 
wSz Ojai pi Ger E> ol 
peSe ols I oye Jo ol 
BSL (ce plo jo Atpee aS! L 
pre dj! > plo JL 5! 
3 
That charming one does not look at me, what shall I do? 
My heart-felt sighs have no effect on him, what shall I do? 
Although he is always in my heart, 
He is not aware of the state of my heart, what shall I do? 
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4 
Sarmad, speak not of the Ka’ba and idol-temple. 
Wander not in the street of doubt, like lost people. 
Go learn the way of devotion from Satan. 
Choose one kebla and prostrate before no other. 
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His home is not only this church and sanctuary. 
His residence is the whole earth and heaven. 


The whole world is crazy for his fable. 
He is wise who is mad for him. 
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Choose a companion who will not be unfaithful to you, 
And who will not wound your heart with his acqaintance — 
A companion who is always beside you and in your bosom, 
One who never takes even one step away from you. 
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Sarmad, if he has loyalty, he himself will come. 
If his coming is for the best, he himself will come. 


Why do you in vain wander around after him? 
Sit down. If he is God, he himself will come. 
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Mohaqgqegq Ardabili Bidgoli 
(17th Century C.E.) 


l 

The world is all love, yet there is no trace of him. 

This subtlety is not clear to anyone but lovers. 

To be his lover, one needs to have a hidden fire within. 
Obviously there is no other gain than this in both worlds. 
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The soul is the wine of amazement and the body its goblet. 
When was he who went to the friend free of amazement? 


The frenzied of love never withdraws from amazement. 
He becomes like Mohaqgeq if he wanders around the friend. 
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The light of His face spread over the expanse of existence. 
And the shade cut off from itself the desire to exist. 
What do forms and phenomena have to do with existence? 


The essence is the whole reality of existence. 
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We see nothing but the manifestation of the Friend. 
We do not defy anyone’s work whether it is good or bad. 
If the labor of both worlds is not a burden on our hearts, 
It is no wonder, for our work is with none but the friend. 
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O heart, the deterioration of the transient body is not death. 
Your ignorance, if you know well, is death. 
With knowledge, each breath gains a new life from death. 
With ignorance, the eternal life is death. 
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When the beloved drew the veil of manifestation on his face, 
He saw no existent under the veil but himself. 


He wanted the frenzy of love to fill the world, 
He spoke a word to himself and heard it back from himself. 
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Mulla Shah Badakhshani 
(d. 1662 C.E.) 


] 

The skirt of immortality has fallen in our hands. 
The hand of mortality has fallen short of our skirts. 
We became eternally young through sincerity. 

Old age can not catch us, let alone death. 


452 © A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiyat 


y 
mang? sl A cts S ely E » 
9 ol l,l Cowal » py 9° > 5! 
2 
Unless you leave the religion of the pupulace, my friend, 
How can you enter into the religion of the special people? 
Wherein the religion of the most special of specials is, 
Let both religions go, my friend, for therein is your peace. 
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O you who have chain on feet and lock on heart, beware! 
O you who have eyes closed and feet in mud, beware! 
Intent upon traveling East, you are facing West? 
O traveler who have your destination behind you, beware! 
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Beware of scattering the seed of secrets in vain! 
I fear your field of secrets will be known to all. 


If you want to proceed from religion to Truth, 
Be neither without religion nor tied to religion. 


Mulla Shah Badakhshani + 453 


fs) 
SS ol gl pe Sle! 5 9 Gd 3! 
S545 slp ASG o92s Gee 
Sib gdb Sb Ls SLL 
5 
He who is at war with me over my faith, 
Calls himself a believer and is ashamed of my faith. 
One does not become a believer until he equals 
The call to prayers with the toll of bell. 
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You are always in pain because of his distance. 
Your pain is caused by your ignorance if you only knew. 
The tavern is certainly your Ka’ba. 
Whatever you think is separation is union. 
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O seeker of the essence, why are you wandering? 
O seeker of God, why are you unaware of yourself? 


You are the essence of all and all is your essence. 
This is the truth if you look at yourself carefully. 
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If the ocean moves, what can a twig do but move, too? 
What should a twig do with the boundless ocean? 
Mystic knowledge is a secret which must be covered. 


I am covering it, but what can one do with musk? 
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If you open up of your closedness, 
You will be prepared to examine yourself. 
Turn around yourself like a bubble, 


So that you open up and become the ocean. 
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10 
Unless you sweeten your mouth with self-realization, 
You will not achieve this goal with the comfit of the word. 


If you repeat sweetmeat, sweetmeat for a hundred years, 
You will not sweeten your mouth with the word sweetmeat. 
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Vaez Qazvini 
(d. 1678 C.E.) 
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Every particle is a restless spirit with your love. 
Every dewdrop is a tearful eye with your remembrance. 
Every rose-petal is a book [written] with your words. 
Every rose-bud is a library filled with books. 
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O heart, turn your face away from this transient world. 
Do not go after anything but the permanent world. 


This world is a word and the hereafter its meaning. 
Do not be entangled with the word. Find the meaning. 
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You are blessed if you bloom with sorrow all night, 
If you are drowned in the heart-blood all night. 
O bird of the soul, have shame of the rooster, 
Who is awake while you are asleep all night. 
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His image is in the mirrors of the faces of the lovely ones. 
His vision is in the dark eyes of the good-looking ones. 
The beauty of appearance is intended to show the Truth. 
The eyebrows of the idols are the decorations atop his door. 
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One must cut off hope from whatever there is. 
One must take away one’s heart from everything but God. 
Raising your hands at the time of praying is a sign that 
You must take your hands off from everything there is. 
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How long should you be drunk with the wine of sleep? 
Rise! Rise from the soft bed of body-loving. 
Cocks crow loudly at night and say: 
Rise before the flame of your existence sinks down. 
Vv 
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O you whose heart has died from the disease of greed, 
And whose sleep is robbed from the eye by desire for gold, 
Your passion, anxious for the world day and night, 
Dashes about in every direction, like a prickled dog. 
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If you want kingship, do not give up mendacity. 
Do not give up the way of barefootedness. 


If you want the beloved to pull you with one attraction, 
Do not lose track of your acquaintance with him. 
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Without moist eyelashes and the presence of heart, 

You will not take much profit of your prayers. 

Shame on you! Is this called presence: 


While you stand before God your heart is somewhere else? 
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The world is a house of sorrows, but you are full of mirth. 
This is a house of mourning, but you are like a tambourine. 


How can one rejoice in a place where 
A lament rises every moment from some direction? 


Chapter Nine 
18th Century C.E. 
12th Century Hejri 


Jon sells 
(5705 6 pe VOF-\NTY) 


\ 

Lo A> To 5 WT OS9 » 
Lyd odie pga Gal jl 5> 
Si, lle Atdind og Sle 
bys cats Jo eget yb 


Abdulq4ader Bidel 
(1644-1721 C.E.) 


] 

The sea laughs through waves at the plight of the pearl. 

The sea cares for nothing but freedom. 

The enlightened one is not fascinated by the world of colors. 
The sea does not attach its heart to the tress of the wave. 
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How long would you lure us with the desire for paradise? 

Or put us in the grief of hell? 

Being a lover, we have put up with ourselves for a lifetime. 


O Lord, do not expel us from your door. 
yr 
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The word was here. I was hearing it there. 
The mirror was before me. I was reflected over there. 
Like the wheel of the sky, my motion is not outside me. 


I never arrived at any place I was not already there. 
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Bidel, the divine mysteries discover! 
The secret of acquaintance with Truth discover! 
Association with people has made you negligent of God. 
Become alone for a moment and godhead discover! 
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That beauty which adorned the mirror of creation 
And caressed every particle with a hundred thousand suns, 
In spite of all its glory, was behind the veil of the unseen 
And did not know itself until man blossomed. 
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O you whose charm is the thrill of the spring of paradise 
And whose hair is the pride of the absolute beauty, 
Although the Face of God is in all directions of the world, 
It is better that your face be toward your own self. 
Vv 
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O you who are drunk with the wine of hesitation, 
It is hard to get nid of your insistence. 
Anyway, you are that same person who, even in infancy, 
Had no rest without the swing of the cradle. 
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Without nouns and adjectives, your heart is alien to you. 
Without colors and scents, spring is only an abstract. 
The world exists because of your existence and mine. 
With no waves or bubbles, there would be no sea either. 
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Bidel, you are not aware whose home your heart is, 
And whose cottage’s lamp this voice and sound is. 
You would not blink till the morning of Resurrection, 
If you knew whose story existence is. 
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How long should you ask, ““Where is the Beloved’s place? 
“And where is that Beauty who has not shown His Face?” 


If your eyelashes do not veil your vision, 
Where is a wall in the house of the sun? 
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Beneath the skin of every root there is a gardener. 
In every wing there is a potential of flight. 
Do not let illusion narrow you like the new moon. 
In the loop of your key there is an open door. 
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In the scale of our instrument, there are many tunes. 
There are many virtues and vices, purities and impurities. 
Whether you obtain foam or find pearls, 
We are a Sea and we have many waves. 
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From this sea where the storms of / and we arise, 
Some people struggle hard to get out. 


There is none whose burden another’s shoulders may carry. 
Every wave is a bridge for crossing over oneself. 
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Through this sea, a world apprehensively passed. 
It was only the dervish’s boat that peacefully passed. 
The shore of safety is destroyed by submission. 
One must become a bridge to cross over oneself. 
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The ascetic said religion is in obtaining virtue. 
The shaykh held a mirror in his hand that this is the creed. 
Our mad one, contrary to these unaware ones, 
Became naked and said, “This is manliness.” 
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The world is spiteful with the craze of / and we. 
Here, where is a love uncontaminated by lust? 
All these tales you hear about Farhad and Majnun 
Are little more than the words and sounds of poets. 
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If you think of the root, its origin is the seed. 
If you think of the seed, its origin is the root. 
O new acquaintance of the ancient works, 


Any new design you carve is old. 
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The lords, in their spring of pomp and glory, 
Are being tested with the canvas of color. 
Like a mirror, the drops separated from the sea, 
See themselves as a boundless ocean. 
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Today the scent of my beloved is coming to me. 
The fragrance of my expectations’ rose is coming to me. 


It is time I profitted by that display of glory. 
I am a mirror and my spring is coming. 
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No desire ever drank water from the goblet of existence. 
No plant ever drank water from this rose-garden of deceit. 
Take your eye of greed off the mirage of the contingent. 
No one ever drank water from the fountain of a mirror. 
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This feast of madness, which is so tender and lovely, 
Has a Resurrection-creating tumult. 
Do not go deep into the thought of Mansur’s voice. 
Every mosquito has an echo of its own. 
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When my rein was placed in the palm of nonbeing, 
I was granted quarter from the struggle of the world. 


Like a candle. I was searching for my well-being. 
It was pointed out to me under my feet. 
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Until the quest’s foot reached the skirts of the heart, 
It had not arrived at its destination far as it walked. 
Beware! From this ocean whose boundaries are lost, 


No one reached the shore except the wave of the essence. 
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If you have a passion for dignity, 
You must pass the test of purifying the heart. 
Go polish your mirror! For in the ocean of purity, 
Every drop has a sky on its lap. 
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If we are to run in the valley of love, 
We must cross out the road of the other. 
We are traveling like the compasses which draw a line. 
Anywhere we arrive, we arrive at ourselves. 
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Before now when my heart was not capable of knowledge, 
I felt no shame for the meanders of my attachments. 
My awareness terrified me of both worlds. 


The cage was not tight as long as I had no wings. 
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A hundred knots and loops have joined 
To paint the color of the foundation of this world. 
Do not worry! For like a crescent moon, 


There is a key hanging in front of every door. 
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If an intelligence understood black and white, 
Do not presume it likewise understood the secret of God. 


I say this, but after the acquisition of perfection, 
You will understand how you would not understand. 
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Whom the Primordial Command made a confidant 
Would not bother his heart with praying. 
If raising hands for praying solved any problem, 
The elm tree would have had more fruit than any date tree. 
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Before I became acquainted with chains, 
My freedom had had a fancy for a chain. 
They told me a story about the curl of a tress 
And captured me with the sound of a chain. 
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The contribution of the Truth to all manifestation is equal. 
Minds acquire intelligence by many ways of understanding. 


The ruby and the crystal display the color of their nature. 
From the fountain of the sun, only light boils out. 
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Whatever is bom from the pen of your fancy, write! 
Whatever it shows of dots and lines, write! 
This dale and vale has a lot of blackness. 
Whatever comes to your imagination, wnte! 
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The quality of days and nights, of the skies, ask! 
If you do not find wine in the vat, of the vine, ask! 
How long are you going to inquire about the dead? 
The friends are all present, of the dust, ask! 
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The mysteries of eternity, by their unified intelligence, 
Made man the witness of their wisdom. 


The ocean, until it brought forth the drop, 
Did not become aware of its oceanic splendor. 
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Bidel, the few words which you remember, 
You owe their meaning to the people of the past. 
Today you, too, about your nature 
Write a word in the dust for the wind to read. 
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If a script is thoroughly studied, 
It will be seen that every line of it is composed of dots. 
The multiplicity of creation displays a unity. 
The sea has the drops of water as its parts. 
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To view the meadow of perfection, an ref, 
Except in the cage of the heart, spreads not his wings. 


No matter how many steps the sea takes with its waves, 
It is impossible for the sea to go out of itself. 
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Any accident which gives birth to fable, 
People’s idleness secures its popularity. 
Even now Moses is splitting the sea, 
And the Pharaoh is plunging in the Nile. 
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By negating ourselves, we harvested your confirmation. 
We traversed a rose-garden in a broken color. 
As the wind took our ashes in the moming, 
We lighted the mirror of the sun. 
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Bidel, one dawn I made an effort and gathered my skirt 
And rode alongside the sun of the sky. 


I realized people’s struggle was helplessness in the end. 
The sun proceeded to set and I went to sleep. 
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Bidel, I neither pride at a high rank, 
Nor claim power and ability. 
I have a world in the corner of submission. 
I have a sky which is lower than the earth. 
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Yesterday my mind made an excursion to this rose-garden. 
I became lost in you and filled my lap with roses. 
An eyelash opened, which like the wing of a peacock, 
Created a thousand astonished eyes. 
fry 
pds lol pe les 5 Ob 
prt Ob S> 5p on! ASS 
bail olF IS & 556 92 te 
43 
O Lord, how did I become the confidant of mysteries? 
And the endurer of this liver-buming lightning? 


Like the sweat in the workshop of justice, 
When I became aware of someone’s fever, I turned to water. 
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From the wave of a mirage, drinking water is impossible. 
From the goblet of a bubble, drinking wine is impossible. 
From the table of the sky, be content with an illusion. 
Eating the globes of the moon and the sun is impossible. 
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O you, who are dying in anticipation of the Resurrection, 
It is a pity that you should suffer because of every myth. 
Look at the face of the universe. For here, 
Every day is a resurrection and every night a dying. 
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O you whose consciousness is wandering in ignorance, 
How can you question about Ali’s knowledge? 


The man who explained the secrets of lo kushef 
Was the one who had seen before looking. 
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It is cruel to become acquainted with us 
And then to want to separate from us. 
Even if life were your prison, 
To contemplate escape from it is death. 
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How long should we hide beneath the dust of illusion? 
One cannot cover the display of the glory anymore. 
O shade, your self-renunciation is: 
To become naked under the attire of the sun. 
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Where is the one whom you seek outside yourself? 
Where is the road you search beyond yourself? 


You have seen yourself very far away. Rub your eyes! 
O unaware one, you are he and ask, where is he? 
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If you want comfort, be equal to the thorn and straw. 
Be vision to the eye and soul to the body. 
Be the meaning of the phrase of both worlds. 
Anything you meet, bare yourself to its color. 
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The mirror of the eternal world are we all. 
The magic of the divine world are we all. 
What is a wave, a vortex, a sea, or a bubble? 
Wherever there is a trace of manifestation, that are we all. 
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Today, having arrived, you worry about tomorrow. 
Tomorrow, having arrived, you regret losing yesterday. 


O unaware ones, what accoutrements are here except 
The shame of what is done and the worry of what is not? 
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How long should one live in this looted existence, 
Unfeeling and depressed? 
In vain we are ashamed of being accused of manifestation. 


Like nails and hair, we are neither alive nor dead. 
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O wayfarer, if you be negligent of your own self, 
You will be more lost at home than on the road. 
If you attend to your self, like a pearl, 


Even in the sea you will be on the shore. 
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Unless you become of the same nature as children, 
You will not be free from the bondage of this school. 


Learnedness and calmness are enemies one to the other. 
O lost-in-wisdom, beware lest you avoid becoming unlearned. 
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You are a sea if you do not fall prey to every turbulence. 
You are a sun if you are not trampled by the stars. 
That is to say, in the deceiving world of power and glory, 
You are a man if you are not lost in the rush of the crowd. 
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I have neither gold nor silver to present. 
I have no offering but the gift of humble devotion. 


Like a branch of flowers, which bends before the breeze, 
A greeting from the friend and a surrender from me. 
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Asheq Isfahani 
(d. 1768 CE.) 


] 
Tonight when your cup is full of pure wine 
And the house full of the light of that fortnight’s moon, 
It is no time to sleep, Asheq. Enjoy yourself. 
Beware that the time for enjoyment is rare. 
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You are a cypress and your face is a moon bedecked. 
You are beautiful and your stature is a newly-risen cypress. 


However I look at you, from head to toes, 
You are exactly what my heart had asked of God. 
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Wherever I am, tears wash my face. 
Wherever you go, delight follows you. 
Wherever I am, grief rains from the sky. 


Wherever you are, excitement grows from the earth. 
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My dear friend, O pious ascetic, 
Where the rose-cheeked Saqi offers wine, 


And when the zephyr carries the scent of the musk, 
Piety and abstinence will not work. 
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Moshtaq Isfahani 
(d. 1758 CE.) 
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As I appeared, like a pearl, from a drop of water, 
I hid myself, like a rare pearl, inside an oyster. 
I was unconscious in the harem of nonexistence. 
I woke up and went to sleep again. 
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O birds, when you are joyfully flying in the meadow; 
And in all excitement, singing your songs of joy, 

Fly around that box-tree cypress 

And have a sympathy for the captives of the cage. 
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O simple-hearted one, whose skill is in speaking the Truth, 

You are like Mansur and everyone else is your enemy. 

Truth is a treasure. Hide it when you find it. 


If you display it, you are responsible for your own blood. 
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The world is nothing, and its affairs are all nothing. 
Profit and loss, joy and suffering are all nothing. 
If you spend a moment with an elegant one, 
Life is that very moment, and the rest is all nothing. 
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Neither crowns, nor thrones, nor signets will remain. 
Not even the kingship of the Earth will remain. 


SAqi, kindly empty and fill the decanter and the goblet, 
Because, of all things, only this will remain. 
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Those who are not of the group of the wise think that 
The wheel of the sky is responsible for their good and bad. 
Do not complain of the wheel of the sky, 
For anything that tums turns the way it is tumed. 
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In love, lips silent must be. 
In the world of the heart one boisterous must be. 
With two eyes, nay with a thousand eyes, 
With two ears, nay with a thousand ears one must be. 
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O my peerless beloved, hold my hand. 
In the world of the spirit, you are my emir, hold my hand. 


I have fallen down, and except your hand, 
There is no other help for me. Hold my hand. 
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Never speak to strangers about the sorrow of love. 
And if you do, never speak to anyone but the beloved. 
Never tell the secrets to the non-confidante of the secrets. 
Beware! A thousand times beware! Never tell! 
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Suffering limitless, pains countless, and I all alone! 
O Lord, I cannot tolerate, what should I do? 
Give either pain in proportion to tolerance, 
Or tolerance in proportion to pain. 
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HAatef Isfahani 
(d. 1784 C.E.) 
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If our hidden faults came to the open, 
What a shame and embarrassment! 
Weare proud of our faith and happy with Islam, 
While the Zoroastrians are disgusted with our Islam. 
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O stranger, contrary to your wish, in this ruined house, 
I drink wine with my beloved day and night. 


From the cup of his separation, you drink the heart’s blood. 
From the cup of his union, I drink pure wine day and night. 
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From love, which has sealed my lips, every moment come 
Strength and nourishment to my heart and soul. 
I am love’s slave, and love is my religion and nationality. 
This is how I have lived, and this is how I will die. 
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Your face, which is the envy of the unwaned moon, 
Is a garden adorned with all kinds of flowers. 
If God also gave you fidelity, 
You would be the one my heart has asked of God. 
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SAqi, although the heaven is after my defeat and yours, 
And is the enemy of our wine-loving bodies and souls, 


As long as there is the decanter and the cup of wine, 
In your hand and mine is my hand and yours. 
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He who became your intimate for a moment, 
Or your companion and confidant for an instant, 
If called from your lane to paradise, he would never go. 
And if he did, he would come back. 
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For you every night passes with love and pleasure, 
For me with tossing and glowing in your sorrow. 
While you are comfortably asleep, you do not know 
What a night passes for me without you. 
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O Lord, if the soul goes out of my body, what happens? 
And if I am thus relieved from separation, what happens? 


Life has become difficult for me without the loved ones. 
If my difficulty is solved by death, what happens? 
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O you, whose story captivates the audience, 
You, who give light to the eyes of men of perception, 
If I ever hear anything but your word and see but your face, 
May God make my ears deaf and my eyes blind! 
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Come back and see my loneliness in the lane of separation. 
See my face sallow with the pain of separation. 
I am asking of death the remedy of my pain. 
See the patient, the remedy, and the pain! 
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Come back and see my heart full of the pain of separation. 
See the cold breath in my warm breast. 


See my loneliness in the corner of friendlessness. 
See how I am alone in the comer of loneliness. 
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O you, who play many tunes in the sanctuaries and taverns, 
Though colorless, you appear in different colors. 
Moslems and Christians call you day and night 


In the mosques of Islam and the churches of the West. 
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I have a restless soul because of your love. 
I have discomfort in my heart because of your sorrow. 
My heart’s impatience pulls me towards you every moment, 


And you think that I have something to do with you. 
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Previously you used to visit me and also stay with me. 
Now you pull your hand and also your skirt out of my hand. 


I have in my mind to go my own way. 
You are not with me as you used to be, nor should I. 
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Any flower that exudes musky fragrance, 
Without your face, has the quality of a thorn. 
The soul, than which nothing is dearer, 


Without you, O soul of the world, what good is it? 
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Although you have a rosy face and a silvery body, 
It is a pity that you are the candle of every assembly. 
O my loyal beloved, if you are my love, 
Speak not to any stranger, nor listen to any. 


Chapter Ten 


19th Century C.E. 
13th Century Hejri 
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Neshat Isfahani 
(d. 1829 C.E.) 
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Those who became drunk with the wine of love, 
Became forgotten from their own minds. 

Their whole bodies tumed to ears in order to hear. 
They closed their lips to speech and became silent. 
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If one moment way from you passes according to my wish, 
Let life be denied to me in your union. 
If I desire wine without the ruby of your lip, 
Let the blood of my heart fill my cup. 
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If you are looking for a path to God; in the first step, 
You must wash your ego’s imprint from your soul’s page. 
The gem of your goal is lost from you. 
Unless you are lost, you cannot seek what is lost. 
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When IJ attached your love to my heart and soul, 
I detached myself from my heart and soul. 
How can I be thankful for your love’s grief, 
Which freed me from both worlds’ joy and grief? 


Neshat Isfahani > 493 


fa) 
5275 wil; 92g pe 5 Ey 
SS wilge Cree j odgu! 
Siliz S igh Star ls Gte 
GOS piligal 31 prulyeee 
5 
From the care of profit and loss, you redeemed me. 
From the troubles of the world, you released me. 
O love, how can I show you my gratitude? 


For what I really wanted to be, ‘hat you made me. 
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If one is with you, every road is the right road. 

And if he walks without you, the whole world is a well. 
He whose hand failed to reach you, 

Poured dust over his head and tore his collar. 
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Modarres Rafsanjani 
(d. 1936 CE.) 
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The world’s drunkards are drunk with the world’s wine. 
The heaven’s drunkards are drunk with the heaven’s wine. 
If we look at both groups carefully, 
We will see that they are all drunk with the date wine. 
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Your drunkards broke the fetters of both worlds 
And attached their hearts to your pure presence only. 


Although they are low in the affairs of this world, 
They are high with the wine of your union. 
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A single attraction by you is better than a hundred prayers. 

A single breath of you is better than 4 hundred austerities. 

One bit of attention that you pay to someone 


Is better than any devotion and worship. 
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If you want the beloved, escape from the others. 
If you want the good, escape from the evil. 
The others are those who exist in your imagination. 


If you want to see the light, escape from the fire. 
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Whom someone loves do not call him the beloved. 
Whom the whole world loves call him the beloved. 


If you are avidly looking for your desired one, 
Look for the one whom the whole world calls the Beloved. 
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I can not stop praising my beloved, 
For he is seated in my heart. 
If he left my heart, I would say no more, 
Unless he comes back to see me again. 
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His fire is all light, ask not about his light. 
His poison is all honey, ask not about his honey. 
Dance, for the wrath of the world’s beloved is all grace. 
Do not ask about his grace! 
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Like Joseph, he threw me in a well. 
I was an ascetic, he put me in the hands of rends. 


He is the beloved, what cares he for my hardships? 
He is in love with himself, what cares he for me? 
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Comfortable is the one who freed himself from appearances. 
Troubled is the one who attached his heart to appearances. 
What is an appearance? Anything but God in your heart 


Shall make your heart like a fish on a hook. 
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My wine was from your delectable lips. 
My new moon was your musky eyebrow. 


If my heart has any rest today, 
It is because it was under your charm last night. 


Chapter Eleven 
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Malekushshoara Bahar 
(d. 1912 C.E) 
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Abstain from your ego, for the place of abstinence is here. 
Ask not anything of anyone, for everything is here. 

How long will you be searching for the mystery of God? 
Search for the mystery of your heart, for God is also here. 
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“If the royal falcon dies,” said a crow, 
“I will proudly perch on the king’s hand.” 
A nightingale heard this and said, “Stop bragging, 


“You, slave of greed! Go put up with frogs and mice.” 
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We drink the wine of honor and glory, 
And strive to save our dignity with all our hearts. 
Even if blood may cover us in the line of battle, 


We will not trade our freedom for slavery. 
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Rise and let us free ourselves from suffering. 
How long shall we seek the undestined sustenance? 


In the end, our dust will be made into a jug. 
Now let us find a jug and fill it with wine. 
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Our freedom is the principle of our development, 
Which is the purpose intended by God. 
Live freely, but be careful not to allow 


Your freedom to be the brigand of the others’ freedom. 
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We have taken the lessons of honesty and sincerity 
And have learned the ways of love and fidelity. 


O heart, complain not of these artless and mean people. 
For they will all go, but we will remain. 
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Abulqasem Halat 
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If you drank wine to the remembrance of God, 
You must estrange yourself from anything other than God. 
Love either the world or the possessor of the world. 
Choose either the house or the owner of the house. 
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A believer cannot separate himself from God. 
He both fears him and calls him. 


Any word you say God hears it. 
Any thought you think God is aware of it. 
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A rapacious and bloodthirsty beast 
Is better than a cruel ruler. 
The beast may hurt the body sometime. 


The cruel ruler hurts the soul all the time. 
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If you live optimistically for a while, 
You will realize that happiness is nothing but optimism. 
Both the enjoyment of the body and the peace of the mind 
Are the leaves and fruit of the branch of optimism. 
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In the wake of every joy, there is a sorrow and a grief. 
In the face of every pleasure, there is a wrinkle of pain. 


On the neck of every living being, there is a noose of death. 
On the skirt of every existent, there is the dust of nonbeing. 
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He who has conscience 
Will never in his life deceive his friend. 
It is a blasphemy to deceive and cheat 
Someone who believes in you. 
Y 


I) 9% Calini> 9 yo 0) 25S 
1) F Heb pope Jar 
S21, Glodes, erm AF Le yo 
Vy gl GS Ste Waren pty 
7 
Choose the way of the people who seek the Truth. 
Close the lips of the people who speak falsehood. 
Wherever you see an oppressed person, 
Help him against the oppressor. 
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Upon three persons, God never casts a look: 
The person who is cruel and unjust, 


The person who helps the unjust, and 
The person who consents to injustice. 
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He is the most respectable of all humans 
Who is free from the thought of profit and loss. 
He has no interest in and no expectation of the world, 
No matter in whose hand this lowly world may be. 
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Since there is no stability in the affairs of the world, 
Neither the love nor the hatred of the world will remain. 
O you, who are fascinated by the world’s colorful table, 


The bitter and sweet of the world are illusions and dreams. 
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Cast not fire in your heart with sorrow. 
Fill the bowl of your heart with the wine of joy. 


Joy is like a treasure in the ruins of the heart. 
Laughter is like sunlight in the house of the heart. 
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The wise seek out the people’s merits. 
The unwise seek out the people’s demerits. 
Alas, the fault-finding of the unwise 
Exceeds the fault-covering of the wise. 
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When the head is devoid of intelligence and understanding, 
The lips are busy boasting and bragging. 
The one who is full of knowledge is needless of boasting. 
The vessel which is full makes less sound. 
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In the excitement of filling your lap with roses, 
You will let many thoms pierce your garment. 


When people are caught in their passions and desires, 
Each person is his own worst enemy. 
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Saghir Isfahani 
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When the dust of / and we went out of sight, 
That Sole-rider appeared all at once. 
That is, we became nonexistent and saw everywhere 
It is God that exists, God that exists, God. 
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Blissful is the heart of the one who is aware of himself. 
His negation [of himself] leads him toward his affirmation. 


Whatever he looks at, he sees only God. 
This is the meaning of La ildha illAllah. 
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Heavens are not made drunk by us, but by another. 
This Earth is not lowered by us, but by another. 
Things do not go right in your hand and mine, 


So that it be known they are in the hand of another. 
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O you, whose eyebrow is the altar of the faithful, 
And whose lane is the gebla of Truth-worshippers, 
Any direction I tur and any place I go, 
By God, my heart faces toward you. 
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These worshippers of the dead, whose hearts are dead, 
Pay no attention to a great person while he is alive. 


When he succumbs to starvation and dies, 
They carry him to his grave upon their hands. 
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Without an enlightened person, I desire not an orchard, 
Nor the fields of tulips and fragrant flowers. 
When I am with an enlightened person, in my view, 
There is no difference between a rose-garden and a prison. 
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As she came, honey from her lips poured. 
As she went, arrows from her lashes to the heart poured. 
Sadly longing for her hair and face, from the eyes of 
Moslems and non-Moslems, blood of the heart poured. 
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Any heart captured by the love of a lovely one 
Experiences more pain with the passing of every moment. 


Every sorrow decreases in time, except the sorrow of love, 
Which grows everyday more than the day before. 
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Tum your face toward the Truth and ignore the untruth. 
In other words, do not extend a needy hand toward anyone. 
Do not tell your heart’s secret to anyone but God. 
For there is no confidant of secrets except God. 
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Someone asked me, “Where is the empyrean?” 
“Above this blue sky,” said I. He asked again, 
“Do you know where the highest empyrean is?” 
“It is in the sincere heart of a man of God,” I replied. 
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11 
Do not humiliate people. They are respectable. 
Children and adults, the young and the old are respectable. 


If you find your way to unity, you will know that 
Human beings, each and all, are respectable. 
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That draught mule that carries loads 
And that mute camel that eats thorns 
Are a hundred times better than the one who was born 
As a human, lived as an oppressor, and died as a snake. 
\v 
PAN, ole Cel Cree 9 Gte yl 
ltl) gle Gel al Gog > 
Canal ni ul 49 50 5 Le g Cpe > ym 
key Isl ele Gls go gpl l 
13 
The soul is love and affection. Know your soul. 
Truth is selflessness. Know this expression. 
Wherever / and we enter, there is the ego. 
With these two special signs, know the ego. 
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Hide your secret like a treasure. 
Reveal to no one your destitution. 
If you want a peace of mind, 
Tell your affliction to no one but God. 
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O moon-like Saqi, give me wine in this month of fasting. 
For fasting became forbidden to me now. 
Let me break my fast. For my eyes saw the crescent moon 
Of your eyebrow and the full moon of your face. 
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How long will you see good and bad in the world? 
Or see with approving and disapproving eyes? 
These are all the rays of the face of the Primordial One, 
Which are seen from the dawn of time till eternity. 
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I do not do anything except with a pure and sincere heart. 
I do not care for anyone’s approval or disapproval. 


Even if I am hurt by the whole world, 
I want no one to be hurt by me. 
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Shaykhorrais Afsar 
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The ascetic says, “Whoever drinks wine 
“Will have pain and torment hereafter.” 
Wine is permissible if given by the hand of God. 
Why shall we not drink wine from the hand of God? 
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As long as the garment of tolerance of injustice is on us, 
Our freedom is a victim in the hand of the enemy. 


They killed us and we did not even twitch. 
The blood of martyrs is on our neck. 
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Take your share from the harvest of knowledge and gnosis. 
Make a provision for the road with your effort. 

How long will you be the captive of illusion and fancy? 
Fly out of the two worlds and stay away. 
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Ra‘di Azarakhshi 


l 

He is wise who sowed the seed of good 

And expected nothing but evil from the people. 

If they were bad to him, he was not hurt. He expected it. 
And if they were not bad to him, he considered it good. 
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Every organization has a runaway. 
Every desire has its substance in begging. 
Escape from every organization and desire into love. 
For this house has a door that opens to light. 
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Do you know what the cause of our bewilderment is? 
Do you know what robs us of our reason and intelligence? 
It is this double-faced demon of selfishness 
That comes in the colorful garment of philanthropism. 
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A child, imprisoned in the womb for a while, 
Is content with its imprisonment. And you, 


Who are imprisoned in the womb of habits and illusions, 
When will you smile at the face of the world-adorning love? 
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Step out of your habits and illusions! 
Make an effort and step up to a higher world! 


Yesterday passed and tomorrow is not in sight. 
If you want to give your heart to love, do it now! 
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Hamid Sabzviari 
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O Lord, let there be no trap on the path of wayfarers. 
But if they deserve, let there be a trap at every step. 
Let the one whose physician is you have more pain. 
Let the one whose peace is you have no rest. 
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What is a body? The veil of the spirit. 
If you tear it, you will see gold when you look at dust. 
Anything you look at, you will see God therein, 
And you will rise to heavens from the world of earth. 
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Fall in love if you have patience and tolerance, 
And if you have provisions for the trip. 
If you find pain, it is from the doctor. 
He who is your doctor is your friend. 
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If you wish to step on the road of love, 
You must first have the mind for love, then the heart for it. 


Think not of the comforts and difficulties of love. 
Take to the sea and ask not where the shore is. 


Hamid Sabzvari + 517 


ia) 
9851, Glee Jo wmhze FS ol 
2551, Gls (9 alts 4 gs po 
iets Ao & 59,5 4b G2) 
9 S51, Slag lS 13S a5 YI 
5 
He who looks at the world with the eye of the heart 
Sees the sign of the Signless in every direction. 
No dust from this desert settles in his heart, 


Except when he watches the caravans pass. 
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The heart which is not in the trench of love is a rock. 
The head which is empty of love is buried with dust. 
Defamed is the one whose name is not registered 
In the book of love by the scribes of the Friend. 
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Open the cage and behold your space. 

Behold your position in the field of life. 


O essence of the spirit, behold your value. 
Look at yourself and behold God. 
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Tuti Hamadani 
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O my universal sun and the one and only king, 
Whose road’s dust is the collyrium of my eyes, 
Since I came to know you, I swear by your truth, 
My knowledge has become the cause of my amazement. 
hi 


SP prilge 99 Comnd 9 ree J 
S52 | > 59) 2905 55 > 
Pree st 99> 5H Hepe lb 
Sr wba Cr 6 59 
2 
Except loving you, I have no other art. 
Except you, I have no other desire in my heart. 


As long as I am aware of you, I am unaware of myself. 
Any awareness I found was from this unawareness. 
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O you, whose essence is beyond the intellect’s ken, 
The ignorant man is confused and lost in describing you. 
Whoever described you in his helplessness, 
You accepted his helplessness kindly. 
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The property which is not for the sake of faith is a snake. 
The work which is not for the benefit of Truth is a failure. 
The fame which is not from excellence is an infamy. 
The honor which is not from God is a shame. 
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Men of God are the mirrors of God. 
They are kings, but checkmated by the love of God. 


Since God’s light has pervaded their hearts and souls, 
They are the lamps of the light of God. 
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Your face is my kebla and your love my creed. 
I want to see you. This is my goal. 
I am like a parrot, and your praise is my sugar. 


Your love is like a candle to me at my bedside. 
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I see your love as the lamp of my spirit, 
And your union as the eternal life. 
If a ray of your light shines upon my heart, 
I will see my heart as the garden of heaven. 
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Make me frenzied with the wine of love. 
Tum this bowl of my existence upside down. 


Bestow to my heart’s eye the collyrium of vision. 
My heart is your home. Put the strangers out. 
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I will be a king if I sincerely become your beggar. 
I will be eternal if I become annihilated by you. 
Dismal was the time that passed in negligence. 
Blessed will be the moment I become yours. 
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When your love displayed its glory in my heart, 
My gain was a world of suffering in your separation. 
O friend, will it ever happen that one night with your beauty 
You illuminate my dwelling in the khalvat of the heart? 
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I became estranged from the people as I befriended you. 
I became free when I was captured by you. 


I have become well-known since I came to know you. 
I was freed from desire when I became desirous for you. 
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You are with all, but people are unaware of you. 
You are in the heart, yet people are traveling toward you. 
If the curtain between you and people falls down, 


It will be known that people were veiled, not you. 
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O my love, I have no sweetheart except you. 
I do nothing but think of you and remember you. 
You told me, “Negate so that you can affirm.” 


Whom should I negate? For you are the only one there is. 
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You are the king and all the lovely ones are amazed at you. 
You are the sun and all the rest are your particles. 


You are the light and all manifestations are your lamps. 
You are the essence and all things are your appearances. 
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Abdulhosayn Nosrat 
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The world is like a bubble. What kind of a bubble? 
A bubble, not on water, but on the surface of a mirage. 
A mirage which is seen in a dream. 
A dream which is seen by someone who is dead drunk. 
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One should not walk except in one’s own road. 
One should not talk of good and bad at all. 


If one looks carefully, the world is a pile of rubbish. 
One should not stir this pile of rubbish at all. 
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Everyday I had some kind of pain and grief. 
Every night I had some kind of torment and hardship. 
But when I slowly began to rest in the ruins of faqr, 
I realized I was a wonderful treasure. 
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Mohammad Mehdi Fuladvand 
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Weare at the end of a cave, unaware of truth, 
And unable to look behind our heads. 
Weare so ignorant that any false shade 

That falls on the wall, we take it for truth. 
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Happy is the one who always seeks love. 
Heedless to the people’s unkindness, he seeks love. 
Search for this rare gem in your own self. 
For you will be disappointed if you search for love in space. 
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It is better that the world be a mystery for us, 
Better that a hundred voices be in the assembly of the wise. 


If the veil drops from the face of the mysterious Beloved, 
What more need is for supplication, glorification, and pride? 
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Jalal Behizad 
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Rise and behold the face of the Friend. 
Wherever you look, there is a sign of his glory. 
Whatever is in existence is good, not bad. 
Whatever is in life is a kernel, not a shell. 
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The rose has come to bring a token from the beloved, 
And to give the news of union to the one who is separated. 


Everywhere the nightingale is singing the song of love 
In order to announce the beloved’s display of glory. 
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The spirit is intoxicated when it sees the beloved’s face. 
Any nonbeing becomes being by his existence. 
Alas, alas, this exhilarating wine of union 


Goes from one hand to another in the feast of life. 
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The frenzied who has laid his heart in the beloved’s way, 
That young in heart who is in love with beautiful faces, 
At any direction he looks, sees only His face, 
And anywhere he goes, he is always mad after Him. 
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The sea of our perfection was no more than a drop. 
Our share of knowledge was no more than amazement. 


The world as it was conceived by you and me, 
When examined carefully, was no more than a particle. 
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These claimants to knowledge are the most arrogant. 
Proud of their knowledge, they are the most astray. 
And these simple-hearted ones who lack learning and talent, 


Because of their sincere hearts, are the most conscious. 
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If I ever fly out of the confinement of this cage, 
I will commence my love of eternity. 


Since I have had no freedom of love here, 
I will go there and manifest the mystery. 
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Azar Isfahani 
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It is good to have a lively heart and both eyes fully awake. 
It is good to be with one’s beloved beside a wine vat. 
One hand holding a cup, another around the beloved’s neck, 
It is this kind of life that the longer the better is. 
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I saw a rend, drunk at the door of a tavern, 
A jug of wine in front of him and a rosary in his hand. 


“Wine and prayer-mat? Why?” asked I. 
“This, too, is a road toward Him,” said he. 
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Every person has a friend in his homeland. 
Every rosebush has a thorn at its foot. 
I, too, am picking roses in my spring. 
Every flower has a spring, as they say. 
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Azar, all the celestial bodies are drunk. 
Being drunk, they have thus joined to each other. 
The wheel, the sky, the sphere, and the circle 


Have all joined hands to make us come and go. 
(a) 


35 seb 95 9 25 Gre ale 
OS wh grime jl gra jo 
SF Bab get go 99> 29 
5 
One must turn the tavern of love upside down. 
One must search in order to find one’s beloved. 


One must say briefly what one wants to say: 
One must drink wine one jug after another. 


Azar Isfahani > 53: 


% 
996 pbb! pte LG 
295 bles 69) #3975 eb 
54 AB gts g cl ally 9 ple j> 
S95 bln: 59 ol p> Go sl 
6 
Until I see my beloved, I am not cheerful. 
Until I drink wine, I am not joyful. 
Except a decanter, a bowl, and a coy sweetheart, 
I have nothing else, O unaware ones. 
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My happy time is at night when I am alone with my beloved. 
Bring wine, O Saqi of the live-at-night! 
I rely on the generosity of the Magians’ master. 
I do not care if this eventful world exist or not. 
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Rise to your feet and for this wearied world grieve not. 
Over the time which was or was not, grieve not. 
Drink wine to be free from the bondage of both worlds. 
Be happy and in vain grieve not. 
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I will not trade my sweetheart for both worlds. 
I will keep hidden the secret I know about wine. 


Even if I may be of the people of hell, 
I am better than the pretentious and cruel ascetic. 
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Fuad Kermani 
(d. 1922 C.E.) 
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Though covered by a thousand and one veils, 

The light of his face shines out of a thousand and one veils. 
I came out from behind the veil and went in behind it. 

I saw the veil-tearer behind and in front of the veil. 
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One night a young man asked a spiritual master: 
“I want to be immortal, but I do not know how.” 
‘People’s death is in life,” said the master, 
“If you want to become alive like me, die alive.” 
y 
SES 59% st ee 9. Sl ye Ose J! 
col 59% ot 39 A SS 9 ple Evy 
3 
This little thing called heart, which you say is blood, 
Has a hundred worlds of sense hidden within it. 
Come out of the causality and open the causeless eye, 
And see this caused world inside the causeless one. 
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We saw the beloved’s beauty in the face of the spirit. 
We saw what this person and that have not seen. 


We rolled up the scroll of many suspicions 
When we saw the heart of man was the empyrean of God 
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A lifetime I searched for the beloved. 
Bewildered, I roved over the sea and land. 
The beloved was my heart, and my heart was in my breast. 
I returned to my heart with the beloved of my heart. 
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Seeing you, each time presents a different view. 
With each view, it reveals a different beauty. 
Your face cannot be seen except with the eye of the heart. 
Obviously, each door has its own key. 
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The world’s phenomena are like sketches in water, O sage. 
The world’s wakefulness is only sleep, O sage. 


The wine we drink from the cup of multiplicity, 
We call it wine, but, in fact, it is a mirage, O sage. 
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Your struggling is because of your attachment, O khaja. 
Detach your heart and struggle not. Freedom is this. 
If you are not after enlightenment, die soon. 


Do not be a porter, for life is exhausting. 
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That heart is free which is tied to God. 
Such a heart is the abode of the All-merciful. 
Behold God there and nowhere else! 


For this same man is the mirror that shows God. 
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At the moment of death the breath of Jesus is with you. 
You are blind in your slavery while the master is with you. 
The lover is never separate from the beloved’s love. 
When you are Majnun, the love of Layli is always with you. 
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I said, “I want another kiss from your lips. 
“Tam a parrot. I want sugar constantly.” 
She said, “Whoever tastes the sugar of my lips says, 


“*T want more of this sugar and more.’” 
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Existence is an ocean and we are floating in it. 
Weare unaware of ourselves in the ocean of existence. 
With the eyes of the head and the sight of the head, 


While in the ocean, we think we are out of the ocean. 
\y¥ 
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The meaning is inside the word, like the wine inside the cup. 
A speaker is not known except by his words. 


No more miracles of the prophets remain in the world, 
Except this miracle of words, which will last till doomsday. 
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Not every kind of being killed is the sign of courage. 
To rush into a death-trap is madness. 
Until you have become alive in God, do not get killed. 
If you do so, it is contrary to wisdom. 
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The lover, whose clay was kneaded from truth, 
Wants nothing of the friend except the friend himself. 
Although Truth is visible in everything, 
It is hidden from the one who is double-faced in love. 
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He who knows the world suffers not for the world. 
The Sage Loqman eats not a poisonous morsel. 


The whole world is nothing, yet the ignorant suffers for it. 
The learned in the world suffers not for the nothing. 
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Be free from attachments! This is worship. 
Be attached to the Friend! This is happiness. 


Of the invitation of the men of God, 
Seek no goal but the seeing of God! This is paranormal. 
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Ahmad Srush 
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What is your terror of the angel of death for? 

Where is the man who has not died and will not die? 
Death is like the sleep of the wounded in the night of pain. 
Everything is good and beautiful in its own place. 
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Death is not separate from you. Don’t forget it. 
Don’t believe the words of the less intelligent people. 
Death is the twin of life from the first day of creation. 
This is the story. Listen to no other story anymore. 
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O Lord, allow not my pain to end in disability and misery. 
Allow not that I be forced into endurance and patience. 
I want to die like an eagle in the climax. 


Allow not my life to end in scavenging. 
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If I mention the name of God, it is not for the sake of God. 
God is not in need of our religiousness. 
Without the light of Truth, how can I travel the road, 
Whose beginning and end is out of sight? 
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Mohammad Bager Taheri 
(d. 1953 C.E.) 
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O heart, how long will you meander for nothing 
And wax and wane for the sake of a transient illusion? 
Your life is passing like a spring cloud. 
You, too, leave some moisture in the meadow of the world. 
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Quest for unity is rare in loves. 
This world is a drop from the sea of the Truth. 


Until you are grafted from the part to the whole, 
There is only suffering wherever you look. 
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If the beloved is hidden from the eye, 
It is because of the infection of this worldly eye. 
In the circle of existence, love and ecstasy 
Are under the sign of the Signless. 
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Time passed either in a dream or imagination. 
This is how the days and nights of the wise passed. 


Before the philosopher could salvage his hat from the water, 
The mad one passed through both fire and water. 
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Mahdiyya Elahi Qamshei 
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In the season of the rose, repentance of wine is forbidden. 
Saqi, pour the red wine in the glass. 
Pour the wine, a gulp of which should make me forget 
A lifetime of fear of shame and hope for name. 
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Since I became a lover, a rend, and a vagrant, 
I have been empty of everything except the beloved. 


I am so drunk that by the time I sober up 
I will be the clay of the jug-maker of the world. 
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In the moming when I recall your face, 
I desire you with every strand of my hair. 
Every morning when I lift my head from the sweet dream, 
I constantly speak to my heart about you. 
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O you, whose love is the cause of my happiness 
And whose remembrance the only product of my futile life, 
I am not only speaking about you from my heart and soul, 
You will hear this song from my earth and water, too. 
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Saqi, bring me the clear purple wine. 
Bring me of that eternal water of life. 


Dally not, for the friend’s sake. 
Bring it before my youth passes away. 
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In the bounty of roses, O Saqi, bring a cup 
Before the heaven spread a net. 
O minstrel, play the harp so that we drink. 
Our names may be forgotten by the next round. 
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Wherever I can be happy is my home. 
Wherever there are flowers and grass is my tavern. 


I am joyful and happy today, because tomorrow 
That which will not be remembered is my story. 
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Mohammad Rez4 Mortazavi 
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Except praising you, I cannot do any other work, 
Nor can I relieve this restless heart. 
If I thank you a thousand times in every breath, 
I can not thank you one thousandth of what I should. 
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O you, whose gate is everyone’s refuge, 
And whose kindness and generosity everyone’s excuse, 
Your grace, with one glance, can totally redress 
Everyone’s heartache, burning tears, and sighs. 
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All except God is best to be forgotten. 
It is better to be totally unconscious with the wine of unity. 
In the assembly of fagr and the ring of lovers, 


It is better to be speechless, silent, and amazed. 
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I never knock any door except that of the Friend. 
In my eyes and heart, there is only the image of the Friend. 
I cannot tell head from foot in his presence. 


He whose goal is the Friend loves not his head. 
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He who knew you, none other he knew. 
Eager for the rose of your face, no thorn he knew. 


That person chose your love’s paradise with certainty, 
Attained it, and no inferno of passion he knew. 
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O Lord, keep me kind to people. 
Save me from the fire of anger. 
O source of the light of the Earth and heavens, 


Keep me as the mirror of eternal light. 
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My heart is the Ka’ba of your imperishable love. 
My soul is fascinated by your essence and beauty. 
O you, whose union is the end of my desires of existence, 
Receive me, it is time for union. 
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Until you are served a cup of the A/ast wine, 
You are not made aware of this high and low. 
Unless you are killed in the valley of love, 
You are not given the expertness of a lover. 
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I will die if I do not search for you 
Or if I do not speak about you with the people. 
So much in love am I with you and so intense is my love 
That not a single moment passes without longing for you. 
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O Lord, I am so attached to you 
That I have cut off and separated from myself. 
I am so eager to watch your face 
That my eyes are closed to any other than you. 
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Give us vision to see your beauty. 
Give us knowledge to know your perfection. 


Weare your desirous and powerless bondsmen. 
Give us youth with your union. 
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Hushang Hekmati (Sarvi) 
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My drunkenness is not from the grape wine. 
There is no talk of languishing in this wine at all. 
This wine of the soul is from my beloved’s goblet. 
I say this openly with no covering at all. 
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How long shall you be distraught by the heaven’s rotation? 
Obtain a cup of wine at the expense of your reason. 


Drink it up all at once, and then in your rapture, 
Laugh roaringly at the pock-marked firmament. 
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One cypress from the world’s garden is enough for me. 

The companionship of the Magians’ Pir is enough for me. 

If a sea of water cannot fill the mouths of people, 


One cup of wine from the soul’s tavern is enough for me. 
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Fulfill your desire from the daughter of the vine expertly. 
Sip the wine from the lip of the bow! politely. 
With a cypress-statured, tulip-cheeked, rosebud-lipped 
Sweetheart, sit on the grass and drink rosy wine. 
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Until you tear your cloak of selfishness, 
You will not understand the work of the Magians’ tavern. 


Drink one gulp from our goblet so that, whirling, 
You do not give a penny for the wheel of the sky. 
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Since the laughter of our life is like a bubble, 
We must all dance lightly on the water. 
That is, to the sound of music and strain of the rebec, 
We must all put our lips on the lip of the river of wine. 
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Sometimes we are happy because of the others’ approval. 
Other times we are unhappy because of their disapproval. 
This strange habit is due to our selfishness. 
That moment is happy when we are free from our egos. 
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Rise, my sweetheart! Bring that gleeful wine. 
Bring that gem which shines at night, like day. 


Before my life, like a rose, tum to a plaything of the wind, 
Bring of that grief-burning, fire-like wine. 
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I cannot tolerate the nonsense of every idle-talker. 
I cannot make my ablutions except with pure wine. 
Saqi, give me a goblet. For the prayers are in progress. 
I can’t wait for wine to pour from the vat to the decanter. 
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I want pure purple wine, that’s all. 
I want honey from the lips of that bud-like mouth, that’s all. 
I will shout: Ho, ho! Wine, wine! Hey, hey! Wine, wine! 
What kind of wine? I want the Magians’ wine, that’s all. 
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As long as reason is concerned with more or less, 
Life is a field of suffering. 


Drink wine and try to love, for this rare substance is 
The life-giving medicine of the sorrowful hearts. 
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One gulp of wine is worth the kingdom of Jamshid. 
One laughter of wine is worth the wealth of Hatam. 
Trade the treasures of both worlds for grape-juice. 
This water is worth all the land in the world. 
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I have drunk the water of life from my beloved’s lip. 
I have drunk the wine of spirit from the cup of unity. 
I know neither disbelief nor belief. 
I have tied belief and disbelief with the knot of love. 
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Unless you work hard, you will not accomplish anything. 
Unless you drink the dregs you will not have the pure. 


Unless you break your ego and lose yourself, 
You will not find your destination or reach anywhere. 
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I do not suffer any pain of separation any longer. 
Nor do I have any sorrow in my heart any longer. 
I cannot tell the friend’s absence from his presence. 


For I do not breathe without him any longer. 
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How long shall we suffer for bread and water? 
And worry about the body and life? 
How long shall we concern ourselves with sorrow? 
How long shall we be the captives of this world? 
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Adibulmaméalek Farahani 
(d. 1918 CE.) 
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Do not count him a relative who sat before a stranger, 
For he cut off from the friend and joined the enemy. 
Avoid that pious man who sat in a tavern. 
Run away from the acquaintance who loves strangers. 
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At your presence, my heart was not conscious of itself. 
There I had no faith or creed except your love. 
I prostrate on the dust of your lane. For Adam was 
No more than a handful of clay from the dust of your door. 
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Speak the truth and guard it from within. 
The speaker of truth is not afraid of anyone. 
If you are a man of truth, distinguish truth from untruth. 


Truth is naked and untruth is hidden by a garment. 
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Drunk and ruined, we have rushed to your door. 
We have lost our hearts and souls at your door. 
We have neither seen nor known anyone except you. 
Of the two worlds, we have put up with your door’s dust. 
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In the beginning when you caught me in your snare, 
You brought forth a hundred kinds of love and kindness. 


When you realized that I was your captive, 
You became a stranger and brought forth your pride. 
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The days of youth expired and their pride broke. 
And flight from the wings of the bird of life broke. 
Sit down, sit down! What is this dancing and music? 
That display of glory settled down and that pride broke. 
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We are still the victims of the oppressors. 
We are still drunk with the wine of arrogance. 


How can we attend to our own business 
If we are still playthings in the others’ hands? 
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Nazmi Tabrizi 
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The crazed for your face is in search of something special. 
His desire from the two worlds is something special. 

A hundred cups of wine will not make him drunk. 

The lover’s drunkenness is from a different jug. 
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Happy is the one who has a sweetheart like you. 
Happy is the one who kisses and hugs someone like you. 


What cares he for the others’ pleasures who has accepted 
With all his heart the pain of the love of someone like you? 
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O Shaykh, love can not be contained in an argument, 
Nor can it be enclosed in a complex definition. 
Your heart does not have the capacity of love. 


Love is an ocean. It cannot be contained in a jug. 
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Whatever I say is nothing but your praise. 
Wherever I walk is only your road. 
Any rose and hyacinth I smell in the meadow, 
You are the goal of my heart. I am looking for you. 
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Wounded by the claws of desire we all are. 
Like the birds with broken wings and legs we all are. 


If we do not obey the demand of our desires, 
Seated in the company of angels we all are. 
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Our lips are thirsty, Sagi, come! 
Pour in our cups the wine remaining. 
Alas! A hundred times alas! Our gain from life was 
Nothing but yearning, disappointment, and longing. 
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Weare in love and broken-hearted, O Saqi. 
We have cut off from both worlds, O Saqi. 


No one will free us from the noose of suffering. 
We have our hope for your kindness, O Saqi. 
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Sayyed Mohammad Beheshti 
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I am gazing at the door, hoping that you will come back. 
My fancy is laughing that coyly you will come back. 
I said, “Sell me a thousand coquetries, if you wish. 
“T will buy them all if you ever come back.” 
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My eyes have long been anxious for you beside a spring, 
So that perhaps I see you suddenly, like other people. 
You cover your face and tell me that I am a sinner. 
You are the forgiver of the sins of the bleeding hearts. 
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The sun fell to the ground in order to prostrate. 
The rose petals scattered on the grass and the vine trembled. 
On the Primordial Day, from the radiance of your beauty, 


Love appeared and such a flame fell in the skies. 
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The beloved’s scent has reached the privacy of the house. 
The light of love has pierced the darkness of the soul. 
He set fire to my pen and the words burned me. 
The beloved has come silently without discussions. 
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In the solitude of the night, the mirror of the water broke. 
In the fountain of the lovers’ eyes, the dream broke. 


When a beam of light moved to dance, 
The mirror began to sing and the moonlight broke. 
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I asked, ““Why did you come late and are going soon?” 
He replied, “So that you may wake up from your sleep.” 
I said, “Cast a look on me first, and then go!” 
“My look is always on you wherever you go,” said he. 
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I said, “ I am ecstatic with the thought of seeing you.” 
He said, “Whatever you look at, I am in existence.” 


“You look at everything except me,” said I. 
“You are blind. I am the light. I am the existence,” said he. 
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Ishrat Qahraman 
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O you who are alive outwardly and dead inwardly, 
And you who have become wearied like autumn, 
Get help from your tears so that you freshen. 
When does a plant wither in water? 
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Your life will become radiant through love. 
You will become spirit from head to foot through love. 
When the spring wind of love comes into motion, 
Any branch which is not dry starts dancing. 
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During the nights which are lit with my tears, 
Your memory arrives from the road and becomes my guest. 
Do you know what your desire in the heart is like? 


It is like the perfume that scatters in the garden. 
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I am always excited and silent like a bubble. 
I display my glory in the garb of nonbeing. 
As long as the ocean of being is so stormy, 
Tell me with whom except myself shall I conjoin? 
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Like a moth, I glow my breast and burn 
In the fire of my yearning for the friend. 


You tell me to see the reality. O unaware ones, 
I see the reality in the face of the friend. 
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Where is your remembrance so that I cure my memory 
And turn my face to a rose-garden with my tears? 


Where is your memory so that it may come in from the road 
With a hundred thousand glories to make me forget myself? 
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Adib Kermani 
(d. 1930 C.E.) 


] 

Manifestation is a sea wherein we are like fish. 

At any direction we look we see nothing but bewilderment. 
Since we do not see anything except you, 

We do not know you. How can the fish know the water? 
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Seeing God with the eye of the heart is easy. 
Self-conceit and flaunting are due to ignorance. 


If you are enlightened, your God is visible. 
He is invisible to the unenlightened ones. 
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Sayyed Hasan Mirkhani 
(d. 1991 C.E.) 
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Many priceless pearls of primordial secrets are 

In the shell of your precious heart. 

Until this shell is broken with the stone of endeavor, 
Never will your goal and affair be right. 
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A dervish is a person without rancor. 
His breast is clean from all kinds of defilements. 
Good nature is his old habit and his heart is like a mirror 
Because of his sincerity and purity. 
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Anyone whose heart is consumed by God 
Has a pleasant-smelling heart, like the navel of a musk-deer. 
Nothing that burs is without a smell. 


The burned heart of the lover has a smell. 
¥ 


pol aad g 8! Jo a Cores aot bi 
I, ce gailodo 3 Jog gl 
pil as pie 95 Jil & 0 LS 
4 
Since the day I lit the candle of affection in my heart, 
I have been ablaze in its flame, like a moth. 
The soul and heart, which I had accumulated little by little, 
I have sold in your market all at once. 
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Hear the secrets of God from the sharp-witted. 
Hear them from the fault-covering seers. 
Hear not from the silent-hearted and boisterous-lipped. 


Hear from the boisterous-hearted and silent-lipped. 
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It is better to be infamous before the common people, 
To say the truth and deserve bad names. 


It is better to drop the false creed of pretentious piety 
And be, like a rend, a devotee of the minstrel and wine. 
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Mansur Oji 
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Love came and took residence in my breast 
And took seed from the pupils of my eyes. 
My heart bled, and love took a cup of this red wine 
At the white table of the dawn. 
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A sun disappeared from the sky of the East, 
Turned to a tavern’s grapes and entered a vat. 


It settled in the people’s eyes as water, 
And sat on the people’s bread-cloth as bread. 
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He took a drink at the lovers’ bar and went. 
He splashed the rose-water of blood to his face and went. 
In the dark of the night, like a rose, he came out of himself, 
And over the head of the dawn, like a sun, shone and went. 
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Get up at night and leave the / and we. 
Put on a shirt made of red silk. 
The time for the morning wine has arrived. 
Brighten the horizons of dawn with blood. 
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At night, rise and change the drape. 
Emerge from reason and do a hundred Majnuns’ work. 


If you want people to perform the lovers’ prayers for you, 
Make ablutions with blood at dawn. 
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I took some wine in the lovers’ seclusion, 
And tumed and twisted on the wings of music. 
With one roar, the sun came out of me, 


As if I had swallowed it in the evening. 
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Suddenly one night I woke from my sleep 
And became the mirror of mystery and the code of secrets. 
As I shouted J am the Truth to the Earth, 
I became Mansur and went back to the gallows. 
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The state I am in is called love. 
Whoever fell in this state his cup filled with blood. 


He was paraded before the eyes of people, 
So that he be known to all — common and special people. 
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I am in a state from which frenzy is pouring. 
I am a pleasant sun from which light is pouring. 
Is this anything other than love that struck at my soul? 
Behold my face from which happiness is pouring. 
\- 
bye tee tlle ob aS Ls Cell> 
I om Ally, 9 ry ge dom nal, 
eg do ples mre 29> dae 5 pro 
10 
I am in a state whose description is pleasant. 
Its path is pleasant and its rites are pleasant. 
Such a state is love, and whoever has it, 
His separation is all pleasant, so is the morning of his union. 
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Mine is a state in which I am wholly become spirit. 
Bewildered from head to foot, I have entered the arena. 


O people of the world, look at my enthusiasm and gratitude! 
I have become worthy of kissing the ground of the beloved. 
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Mine is a state in which I drink wine day and night. 
I am silent with your happy memory day and night. 
Such a state is love, and in this state of pleasure, 
I cannot conjoin with anyone except you. 
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Mine is a state which is fire and light, 
Which is hidden from the strangers. 
Who deserves this grand ecstasy? 


That king of lovers, Mansur. 
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Mine is a state in which my breast is devoid of rancor. 
Where is that moon? My heart has become like a mirror. 


Why should I complain of this vision? 
For it has become desirous of that ancient beloved. 
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Mine is a state in which I have a wonderful garden. 
I have light in the dark of the night. 
How did I obtain this garden and light? 
I am free from all except the friend. 
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Mine is a state which the crowd of drunkards know. 
Persons like Hallaj and wine-worshippers know. 
Ask not about this state of those who come and go. 
Such a state is love, which those who exist know. 
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Mine is a state which I had asked of God. 
I have lessened myself of anything except Him. 


What have I gained from this asking and lessening? 
I have decorated myself with the fine garment of love. 
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Mine is a state which kept Hafez rejoicing, 
Which made Rumi keep the world turning. 
Sa’di, happy in this state, kept pouring water on fire, 
And Mansur kept his breast replete with fire. 
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Mine is a state in which I have cut the fetters of the world. 
I have stepped over the head of pain, suffering, and grief. 


Whence is this joy, pleasure, and celerbration? 
I have breathed for a moment in the presence of the friend. 
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Ali Akbar Dehkhoda 
(d. 1956 CE) 
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Anonymity is better than infamy. 
Ungratification is better than self-gratification. 
Being burned and destroyed at the time of speaking is 
A hundred times better than being raw and inexperienced. 
Y. 
SH de ay Slay 5) ee G 
S97 SL phe dd On? Exe sl 
Obl |, 395 Mad JAF aad Cy 
Se SF aS nt 3I p> oI; I 
2 
How long shall you go from one cruelty to another? 
How long shall you cry out in this cage, O bird? 


Let this story go. Mind your own story. 
Become free from others, so that you free yourself. 
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Asaf 
(d. 1954 C.E.) 
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The wine meant by the truth-telling arefs, 
And the wine sought by the honest truth-seekers, 
Is the attraction of the love of divine unity, 
Which they smell like a wallflower in the heart of the night. 
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You are my beloved and my affable friend. 
Any direction I go, you are in my direction. 


With the eye of certainty, not with that of illusion, 
Wherever I look, you are in front of me. 
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O you, to whom I owe my whole life 
And from whom I have my joy in every feast, 


Your love in my heart is my honor in the world. 
O honor of the world, my honor in the world in from you. 
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Qaysar Aminpur 
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Get up and let us do ablutions with our hearts’ blood, 
And wash ourselves in the water of song. 

Life is short and the time for silence long. 

Silence is bitter. Let us have a chat. 
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Like a reed, we say our prayers in a weary tune. 
Having collapsed, we say our prayers sitting. 
Weare far from our original homeland. 
So it is all right to do our prayers short. 
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No one knows you as you are. 
No path to you is short from the peak of reason. 


Although there are a thousand paths toward you, 
Except the path of heart, no path actually leads to you. 
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Javad Nurbakhsh 
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SAqi, give me the wine that takes existence away, 
That takes the thought of any selfishness away. 
Let this wine either blind the eye of my illusion 
Or open my eyes and take drunkenness away. 
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With the men of sincerity, one cannot but sincere be. 
With those without / and we, one cannot with / and we be. 


Although the calenders are unconscious of themselves, 
One cannot with them in hypocritical conversation be. 
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Without love, though alive, a carrion are you. 
Without love, though dear, despicable are you. 
Without love, though king of kings, a pauper are you. 
With love, though wretched, a commander are you. 
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Unless you lose all in the way of love, 
You will have no access to the table of purity. 
Unless you renounce this false / and we, 
You will not be admitted to the tavern of nonexistence. 
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If you wish to be known 
As good, deserving, pious, and virtuous, 
Do not claim of being an ocean before the calenders. 
They will lead you to yourself and know you are a stream. 


Glossary 


Adham, Ibrahim, one of the early Sufis of Iran. 

Alast, Day of, Primordial Day. The day when God called on 
Adam’s family, alasto berabbekom am I not your Lord? 
Angqa, Simorgh. /it. thirty birds. name of a legendary bird. 
Asaf, Solomon’s Vizier. 

Azra, beloved woman of Vamaq. 

Balkh, Bactria. an ancient country in N.E. Afghanistan. 
Bu Said, Abusaid Abulkhayr, name of an Iranian Sufi. 
faqr, poverty. in Sufic expression, being needy of God and 
needless of worldly possessions. 

Farhad, name of a legendary lover who was madly in love 
with a princess called Shirin. 

ghalia, fragrant substance made of musk and ambergris. 
Haji, a pilgrim to Mecca. 

Hajj, pilgrimage to Mecca. 

Hallaj, see under Mansur. 

HAatam T§i, a 6th c. Arab nobleman, known for his 
generosity. 

homa, a legendary bird, like an eagle, which is believed to 
bring good luck to anyone on whom it casts its shade. 
Jamshid, one of the ancient kings of Iran. 
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jinn, (plural of jinni) in Moslem belief, invisible beings with 
supernatural powers. 

Ka’ba, the House of God in Mecca. 

Kawus, Kay, one of the ancient kings of Iran. 

kebla, kiblah, or qebla, the direction of the Ka’ba. Moslems 
face the kebla when they do their daily prayers. 

Kerman, a province in S.E. Iran. 

kesmat, kismat, kismet, or qesmat, fate, appointed lot. 
predetermined fortune. 

Khaja, master. nobleman. Hafez was called Khaja Hafez. 
khalvat, solitude, privacy, retreat. 

khatt, freshly grown hair on a young man’s face. writing. 
khergqa, a patched cloak a Sufi receives from his master 
during a ceremony. 

Khezr, Elias, he was believed to have reached the fountain 
of youth (the water of life) in a dark place. in Sufism, he is 
the leader of the Path, who leads the seekers of the Truth to 
eternal life. 

Khosrow, Kay, one of the ancient kings of Iran. 

Khotan, ancient name of East Turkistan, which was famous 
for its musk and musk-deer. 

Kosar, name of a stream in paradise. 

La ilaha illa Allah, there is no god but Allah. 

Layla, Leili, or Leili, beloved lady of Majnun. Layli and 
Majnun were madly in love with each other. 

lo kushef(a), if discovered. in rubai 44, Bidel probably refers 
to a Koranic verse which includes these words. 

Majnun, Layla’s lover. /it, mad. lunatic. 

Mansur Hallaj, name of an Islamic mystic who was hanged 
in Baghdad for his unorthodox claim of divinity (922 C.E.) 
mehrab, a niche in a mosque to indicate the qebla. 

Noruz, Nowruz, Nowrooz, Iranian New Year which begins 
the first day of spring. /it. new day. 
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orphan pearl, a large pearl found singly in an oyster-shell. 
paluda, sweet beverage made of ice and starch fibers. 
Parviz, one of the ancient kings of Iran. 

Qadr, Night of, the night when the Qur’an was revealed to 
Mohammad. 

qebla, see under kebla. 

qesmat, see under kesmat 

Qobad, Kay, father of Kay Kawus, legendary king of Iran. 
Qur’an, Koran, holy book of Islam. 

rend, in Sufism, a rend is a person who is heedless to his 
appearance and to all social formalities and standards but has 
a pious inner self. 

rubaiyat, rubaiyyat, plural of rubai, quatrain. A Persian 
poem composed of four lines, in which the first, second, 
fourth, (and sometimes even the third) rhyme together. 
sama’, music. singing and dancing. 

Shahed, witness. manifestation. a beautiful young person. a 
perfect man. 

Takbir, to say Allah-o-Akbar (God is great). Chahar takbir, 
or char takbir, four takbirs which are pronounced by 
Moslems in their prayers for the dead. to say chahar takbir 
means to give up, to renounce completely. 

Tus, city in N_E. Iran. 

Va in yakad, a Qur anic verse, often recited for protection 
against an evil eye. 

Vamagq, lover of Azra. 

ruzi, daily provision determined by God. 

Saqi, cupbearer. wine-server. a handsome youth who served 
wine in a tavern or in a drinking assembly. in the Sufic 
symbolism, a spiritual master. 

shabestan, harem. dormitory. part of a mosque designed for 
sleeping or nocturnal prayers. 

sharia, religious law. 


586 < A Thousand Years of Persian Rubdiyat 


Shemshad, a kind of box-tree in Iran. 
Shirin, beloved of Farhad. sweet. 
zekr, praise of God. invocation. repeating names of God. 
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In A THOUSAND YEARS OF PERSIAN RUBAIYAT, 
Reza Saberi translates over 1,500 quatrains from more than a 
hundred Iranian poets from the beginning of written Persian 
poetry to the present. In addition to the quatrains of better 
known poets such as Hafez, Sa‘di, Rumi and Khayyam, the 
poems of many poets less-known in the West have been 
rendered into English for the first time. 


A rubda’i is a poem in four lines, which is complete in itself 
and expresses a single feeling or thought in a very concise 
and elegant language. Their subjects of rubaiyat include 
divine love, the ecstasy of love, mystical knowledge, and the 
nature of life and existence. The tradition of sufism, the 
Irano-Islamic mysticism that advocates the oneness and 
wholeness of all things and the unity of existence (vahdate 
vjud), is conveyed in the majority of the poems. 


Reza Saberi has tried to be as faithful to the original text as is 
possible in English. His translation can be of special interest 
for speakers of Persian who try to communicate the sense of 
beauty of their poetry in the English language. The bilingual 
format of the book is also very useful for students of Persian 
language and literature. 


REZA SABERI is a linguist, author, translator, educator, 
lecturer, and philosopher. He was born and raised in Iran. He 
is the author of six other books including The Poems of 
Hafez. Though he has degrees in English from Iran and 
United States, he has been in love with Persian poetry 
throughout his life. He has been living in the United States 
since 1973 and presently makes his home in Fargo, North 
Dakota. 
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